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Kinkon III was held at Easter 1988- in the Victoria'Hotel, Melbourne (the site of
the fan room and the art show at Aussiecon II, for those who remember them).
Nothing much went wrong at Kinkon, except that Merv Binns didn't sell all the
bonks he brought to the canventian. I missed one day of the convention, the
Sunday, but was sighted at the Non-Banquet, which was a riotous success. The
Guests of Honour == Lee Harding, John Baxter, and Greg Turkich -- wore
scintillating when required: Baxter, who has been writing film books in England
for the last 20 years, told lots of libellous stories about people the rest ef
us read about nnly in movie magazines.

I even had somebody tn go to lunch with. During the Easter convention of 1987 I
kept having to lunch alone. On Good Friday this year, a group of us tried Fast
Eddy's, the only restaurant open in town. \le won't try it again. On Saturday,
Yvonne Rousseau, Mark Linneman, and I dined at the Spaghetti Theatre in Collins
Street. A much more enjoyable nosh-up than Fast Eddy'se I didn't stay around fer
dinrer on either the Friday or Saturday. After conventioning from 10430 a.me to
5430 pem. I was exhausted.

Conventions make me feel elderly. I found myself gazing in astonished wonder at
the delightful young ladies who now crowd the convention flonr. Since I am a
happily married man, I would never make a pass at any of them =~ but I couldnft
help feeling that.even if an errant impulse overcame me, I would get nowhere,
The gorgeous creatures stare past me, seeing me, if they see me at all, as
merely a fan sn impossibly ancient and venerable that I attended the 1968
Melbourne SF Conference. In those days, the only females at conventions were
wives or girlfriends of fans. In 1970 arrived Shayne McCormack and Sabina
Heggie, twn very young Trekkies — the first unaccnmpanied women to attend a
lielbourne convention. In the early 1970s arrived Claudia Mangismele, then Elaine
Cochrane, .neither af whom wero unattached at the time. They certainly brightened
the fanscapes ’

Vthat am I talking about? The truth is that I was always unattraotive to’ young
ladies, gorgeous Ar not, even when I was single. Elaine and I grt together only
by the most oirecuitnus raute, and I wasn't fending off casual offers along the
way. If I were twenty-one and single again, I would be just as tonguetied as I
was the first time. But at least there are now a lot more beautiful fans, and
maybe tnday's Bruoe Gillespies dan't endure lives as lonely as mine was. Maybe
they don't produce 150-page fanzines, either.

Lee Harding regretted, in his nostalgic Guest of Honour Speeoh, that so many of
the attendees were people he reoognized from years b&gk. \here is the new blord?
he askeds Before Lee arrived at the conventian, I was part of a psael with four
penple who said they had never sat on a panel befnre. This was the Philip Ke
Diok discussion, and I expeoted to have to rdo a fair bit of the talking. Not soO.
Set these guys off, and I had trouble putting in my usual piquant and brilliant
observations. I would have done better heckling from the audience. These four
blokes came from the lielbourne Science Fiction Club, which now resides in a
church hall in «est Brunswicks For some years the .Club has seemed separate from
the activities of the rest of Melbourne fandnm; but this separation disappeared
at the convention. Similarly, the divisigns between media fans and fannish fans
seemed muoh less obvious than at some earlier conventions., Lee was right in his
speech to remind fans of the 1973 Easter oconvention, the first to be held at the
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Victoria. The 1988 convention had similar numbers and much the same easy
atmosphere, slthough hardly the cuphoria we felt in 1%¢73 when we realized that
perhaps Australian fans could host a world convention in 19?75,

Justin Ackroyd modersted the usual Kinkon panel on 'Read Any Good Books Lately??
This was carefully designed to £ill all the available time so that I couldn't
interjeot with a list of sf bonks that might actually be vorth reading. Justin
seemed to think it important that fhe ‘books recommended by panel members should
be available at Minotaur Books., If the - books gushed about on Friday were any
indication of the basic stock at Minotaur, it's no wonder I haam't visited the
shop for a year. As the panel members were speaking, I took a list of their
recommendations. None of the books fitted my idea nf science fiction (or even
non-genre science fiction). All were fantasy, except for David lcDonnell's
selections, vhich were Robert B, Parker's private eye novels, I found David's
mini-speech quite moving. Here was somebody who'd read every book by a serious
writer, knew what that writer was up to, and could teil an sudience in a quarter
of an hour exactly what they would enjoy in his books. Best performance of the
convention, David -- and I've already bought two more Parker novels. (John
Baxtery fending off his countless admirers on the sidelines, was astonished that
any speaker at an sf convention even knew about Robert Parker, let alcne
recommended him, 'But read Jsmes Crumley as well,' said John Baxter,.)

At the non-banquet at the Tijuana Taxi on Sunday night, I sat with a congenial
group who included John Baxter, Lee Harding, Irene Pagram, Andrew and Ruth
Burphy, and Greg Turkich. Andrew is one o those people who do wnnders, such as
organizing tbree Kinkons, without any fuss. It was the Iirst conversation I'd
had with him. I suppnse it was the first real conversation I'd had with John
Baxter, who seems to know more about film than I ever knew about science
fiction. Ly mention of Powell and Pressburger's I Know Vhere I'm Going as my
favourite film of 1987 brought cheers from the group. This led to

various pecple giving their lists of Tnp Ten Films nf All Time. I wish I'd taken
notes. Andrew's Top Ten was made up entirely of John Ford films. Some of Baxter's
list I'd seen and many I hadn't, ialter Hill's name was mentinned frequently.
Irene's list came G6ldsest to mine, but she didn't want to include an Orson
\ielles film, UKy list, made up nn the spot, included Dnnem .and Kelly's Singing in
the Rain, Capra's It's a londerful Life (Baxter didn't agree herej others did),
Anderson's This Sporting Life, Hitchcnok's The Birds, Viscnnti®s The Leepard,
Tatl's ijon Oncle, Welles's The Trisl and CiEEEEE_EEEE, Donenand Kelly's It's
Always Fair Feather, and Rosi's Smog (which Baxter had seen although multitudes
haven't). Afterwards I thought of a few more., (A more complete list appears later
in this magazine.,) Top award for the night went to a Buller's Beverford 1974
Shiraz that I had brought along because I was attending the banquet al¢ne and
Elaine dnesn't like it., Baxter was alse astonished that I was married to someone
who deesn't like films, but I said that music and bnoks were mecre important in
our house.

One of the most disturbing events in the Real iiorld in the weeks before the
onnvention was the ocancellation nf Film Buffs' Forecast on the subscriber radio
station 3RRR. On this prngram John Flaus and Paul Harris tell jokes, emit

puns, repeat gossip, nark at each other, and nocasionally talk about

films, Their program was out by an hour to one hour's length in February, hut
Flaus and Harris were promised a return to two hours in Marech. In stead they were
offered one hour gr nothings Both quit, On the Saturday of the oconvention,

Baxter interviewed the twp about the cancellation of the show, then out-talked
Flaus by telling the story ef low polities in higher ABC echelnns. Flaus
explained that the reasons given for changing the nature of the show were
probably quite different from the real reason for cancelling, which was,
basically, that the station wmangger didn't like it or them. What about the rest
of us? How were we to pick the really gond films on television for the weele \thich
specialist films would we miss out on beoause of the cancellation nf FBF? How ...
would we find out about diresters whoso works are rarely shown? (It was Flaus and
Harris who put me on to Powell's Peeping Tom, and hence on to the Powell/
Pressburger films,) At the end of tHe session, Flaus and Harris were still
whistling in the wind, hoping for a reprieve, *

They got their reprieve. Neither could have expected the spectacular vindication
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that tr.ey guined four nonths later. llot only did they return to thneir old time slot
on 3RRR but the offending manager guit the station.

L ®

1987 and 1988 seemed like a long series of losces, some more serious than others.
In September 1987, Elaine lost her mother.

I've known Nrs Lois Cochrane only since 1977, and 1'm ashamed to say that
initislly I misjudged her. Ly first impressions were of a traditional, and
slightly oldfashioned, Australian liother. Australian Mothers, according tn my
little category file, have strong and inflexible opinions on everything and are
mainly devoted to neat gardens and houses. Elaine was guite shocked when she
realized what I thought of her mother. 'You should see the house at

Glenroy!' she said. Eventually I did inspect the Cochrane residence. I
discovered that Elaine's mother liked jungly gardens, cats (at one stage she had
nine), and colleoting things. The house was filled with a lifetime's
accumulation of things, all of which were going to come in useful smetime.

rs Cochrane proved to be untraditional in lots of ways. Elaine was surprised to
find, in early 1978, that not only had her parents guessed that she and I might
start living together but thet they already liked thc idea. I've always been
grateful for that, (Elaine and I are alse grateful fer the enormous help we
received from the Cnchranes when we were buying a house. It's a debt we can
never repay.) Elaine's mother was always interested in new ideas, and was a
staunch Labor suppnrter (although I suspect the latter-day antics of Nessrs
Hawke and Keating tested her leyalty). She tried to investigate tke world of
science fiction, mainly because I was interested in the subjeot. Bad luck,
George Turnerj the sociecnoe ficticn parts ef In the Heart or in the Head don't
meun an awful 1lat to a nnn-sf person. But !irs Cochrane'. finished George's bock,
and said nice things about the last chapter. She said less approving things
about the play version of Dgmion Brederink's Transmitters -~ but then, hearing
swear worrds spoken on ABC radio was more than even she ocould stomach.

One vway Elaine and I were wvandering through the Botanic Gardens. Since I kncw
nothing about plants, I asked Elaine the names of unusual specimens. Elaine had
to confess that she didn't know the common names ¢f most of them. Her mother
knew them all — but nnly the Latin names,

Elaine's mother died nn 5 September 1987, after being in intensive care at the
Royal kelbourne Hospital for . 2% weeks. An operation far bowel obstruction
had been successful, but she was notable tn recover afterwards.'For a bit qver a
week she seemed to improve, but sank rapdily after yet another operation.
Although the death certificate Aoes notsaey so, she actually died of rheumateid
arthritis: thedrugs she had been taking ta suppress her arthritis had
suppressed her immune system so severely that she could not fight aff the
infeotions pioked up after the nperatione s

ily main reaotion was disbelief, Grief sets in later. Nrs Cochrane had become

an impnrtant part of my life, and suddenly she wasn't there. lir Cochrane is left
in a large house with seven cats and two dogs, and Elaine has been left without
her best friend.

The funeral was as doleful as all other runerols, but made memorable because
more than 90 people, mainly from the Glenroy arca, attended. Particular thanks
to John Bangsund and Yvonné Rousseau, who vwere able to be there. he thought we
were being unemotional and brave until the funeral procession left the
undertaker's chapels hirs Cochrune had been a voluntary worker at -the local
primary school -- she had listened to children resding. When we passed the

school, all the pupils were lined up outside, and they seemed as distressed as
we wera,

I didn't want to be ton doieful, but it's hard to be cheerful when faced with



the deaths of a fuaous fan editor and good person (Ron Smith), a faithful reader
(Terry Carr), and an important Australian literary character (Dr Stephen Murray-
suith)who hardly knew me, but was an important part of my life,

Ron Smith had been the editor of Inside magazine when he lived in America. After
he came to Australia in the early 1960s he bacame a publisher and, later, the
proprietor of several bookshops that were social eentres for readers. Ron died
of a very long illness.,

Terry Carr leaves such an emormous g@p in the field that many science fieotion
people =-- friends, editors, and publishers -- must sti)l be wondering what to do
without him. Alang with Ted White he seemed to be one of ‘the few people who had
a fipger om the pulse of fandom. In the'professional field, he, Dave Hartwell,
Robert Silverberg, and a very few others have gried to keep up standards in
science fiction, although they®ve had a hard time in recent years. Until his
death at the age @f 50, Terry seemed to be winning, as he was maintaining the
Ace SF Spaoials,?g%e Best SF nf the Year and the Universe series. People who
know Terry much better than I did have already said goodbye in FAPA. I met him
once, and kept in contact through letters. I miss him a lot.

John Bangsund, in Philosaphiocal Gas, has given a much more complete picture of
Stephen Hurray-Smith than I could have. I didn't visit his house at lit Martha or
attend one of the Qverland-leanjin cricKet games. But I heard his regular

radio broadcasts in the late 1950s and early 1960s, espeocially nn Any Questions?
and The Crities. His oracular voice was quite unmistakable, distinguished not

so much by its patrician erigins as by its oomrionsense olarity. Stephen didnt't
bulldust. I heard him give lactures during my Diplowma of Education yeuar, 1968,
r:d contributed a few pieces to his magazine, Overland (my The Sea and Summer long
‘eview appearcd in the last issue editéd by Stephen). His greatest kindness to me
7as in my role as one-third of Norstrilia Press. His speech at the launching nf
George Turner's In the Heart or in the Head was brilliant. Because of our
oversight, it vasn't taped. Stephen Lurray-Smith wrote scads of bocks, five of
which ge scheduled to appear in 1938, but he is best known as a faoilitator =-
someone who stond foursquare in the niddle of Australia's literary and
intellectual life for 40 years, enabling much to happen that would not otherwise
have happened. Which is why in TMR 11/12/13 I described Stephen ilurray-smith as
the Terry Carr of Australian literature.

Another lass: Yvenne Rousseay,because she moved to Adelaide. As we discovered much
later, she'd been planning the move since Easter 1987, when she and John Foyster
deoided it would be a nice idea te spend their lives together. Jehn had just i,
landed a gond job in Adelaide., Vida, Yvenne's daughter, Aid nnt want to change
schools in the middle of the year. At the beginning of 1988 Yvonne and Vida mnved,
and I'm told that vida is rather enjoying Norwood High Sehoole The trouble is
that Yvonne has lets of friends in Melbourne, and we're used to hearing her
melodious tones on the phone every day or so. At times she seemed to be the only
person other than Lichelle Muijsert who had any idea what was going on in
lielbourne fandpm. When Yvnnne travelled to iielbourne for 1988's Easter

convention, her friend ljaureen O'Shaughnessy put nn a party for her and her
friends. Farewells seid there became rather emotional; Easter showed how far
Adelaide is frnm Kelbeurne. Fortunately she was able to visit Elaine and me the
next afternoon. we hope that she and John can find some way to move back to
ldelbourne soon. liBanwhile, Yvonne has had her book The Murders at Hanging Rook
republished by Macmillan, is working on new projects, and is still very muoh

part of the ASFR Collective.

e . .

The following seotion requires a bit of local geography. Since I'm no good at
drawing on stencils, I'1l draw a word-map. We @e at 59 Keele Street,
Collingwood =~ facing north, on a street running east-west. Next to us, to our
west, is 57 Keele Street, a large office building that until this year was the
headquarters of the Technical Teachers Union of Victoria. (It now houses the
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offices of & film anu TV production cozapany.) On our east was llo. 61 Keele
Street, the thwin of our place. lext east is 275 yellington Street, on the corner
of Keele anc .ellington. On the other corner of Kcele ana ijellington is 273
Wellinj ton Street, a large house with a yard attached.

In February 1988 Sid and Lottie, our neighbours from across the-road at 273
Wellington Street, left for Queensland after living most of their lives in
Collingwood. In May 1986 the company inhabiting Na. 275 moved out, leaving the
office space emptye. In Lay 1987 the tenants moved out of No. 61 Keele Streetes

Ve always hoped we could buy it, but have never had -the money. (Acubhy-house for
the cats. \iheel) lieanwhile the place was empty. Narvellous — no neighbours!
There vias no sign of the owner, and the place looked dereliot. Mail began to
pile up in the letterbox. Elaine fished out the items of mail, and I sent them
to Martin, who had lived there. I asked him to renew his redireotion order, and
told himabout the empty housé. Two weeks later, somebody moved in. He tnld me
his name was Bruce, and that he had heard abnaut the house from Kartin. I was
annoyed that we had a new neighbour, but didn't worry much, since he seemed a very
quiet person. A girl uoved in. She was less quiet, but the two Af them seemed
easier to get on with than mast of nur earlier neighbours.

You've guessed the next bit. They were, of course, squatters. Very unlucky
squatters. The owner of the hnuse alse nwns the large office building at 275
vellingtan Street. He chosc February to begin wnark on that building after
leaving it vacant fur 18 months. His builder discovered the squatters, of
course, and told them that the house was to be pulled down in the next few days.
Ve found this Aut by accident, and prnnicked. If the house next door came down,
would nur shared side wall collapse? The builder, an amiable Irishman named
Eddie, assured us that all steps would be taken tn protect our place. We rang up
Collingwood Cnuncil. N0 application had been filed to demolish next door.

We asked Eddie. Permissinn had been given hy Fitzroy Council, which has no
Jurisdictinn over our areal Something Very Gdd ias Up. Eddie agreed that =
perhaps, yes, the owner should put in an application to the Collingwoed Ceuncil
before demolishing. Meanwhile he had already done enough damage to next donr (by
removing the elestricity supply and disconnecting the gas supply) to convince
the squatters that the house really was coming down. They mpved aut quiokly,
although not before pissing in one of Eddie's boots, wihich he had left overnight
in the f'ront yard. e were without neighbours again. Collingwond Council toeld
Eddie that it opposes the demolition of any houses in the area. Eddie said he
was getting new messages every week from the architeot -- first that 275
wellington would become a Chinese restaurant; then a clothing factory. i/e waited.
we still wished we could buy next door.

. »

»
Two blokes turned up in next door's back yard in lay. 'We're from the
demolishers', one of them told Elaine. 'Yes, we have the permit to wreck the
placee' we rang the city council to find out if this were true. It wasn't.

Next morning the same two blokes were in the same back yard. They locked
around for two minutes, said 'Aw shit!, and ‘went away. I hoped this meant that
the job was impnssible. .

tionths had gone by since the squatters moved out, Still there was no demolitiom.
But the house's owner, a Peter Lee from Hong Kong, didn't apply for a permit
to demolishe

Wwhy were we anxious about the pessibility of losing the house next door? (a)
Because vwe suspeoted our side wall would opollapse when it was no lconger
supported by that housej (b) we would receive far uwore noise from nearby
lWellington Street than we've had to endure so farj (c) unless the

demolishers put up an adequate fence across the front of the property next doer,
suddenly the eastern side of nur property would be far more vulnerable to
burglars than it is at the momentj (d) in summer the side wall would receive the
hot morning sun and in winter the east Sideof the house would be colder than it
has been,



Of course, if the demolition of the house meant that ve would actually receive

less noise than naw, we would welcome it,.

deanwhile there are burglars and squatters afoot in Collingwood (sixteen
burglaries in our Neighbourhood watoh district in July, slightly down from
twenty~four in Hay), and we have no one to watch our house., After Sid and Lottie
Jago moved from 273 ‘/ellington Street, their house remained vaoant.

Reoently it went up for auction again. It, plus the two houses beside it in
Wellington Street, were sold for $419,000. At 2 p.m. on the day of the auotion,
I went to- listen to the bids. At the same time I ksﬁt looking back at our place
because I was expeoting a packet to be delivered by courier. As I lonked back, I
saw Peter Lee pull up and inspeot 275 Wellington Street. As I vas looking back
at our place, while.trying to listen tp the auction bids, I was astonished to see
a man walk up to the doar of 61 Keele Street and push his way in. On his head
was a wiocker basket, and on top nf that was a rolled-up mattress. Peter Lee and
Eddie the builder came out of the large place. 'I don't believe what I saw', I
said, 'but I just saw a squatter push his way intn 61 Keele Street's They went
in there, and within five minutes the squatter had been sent on his way« At 1lnng
last, Eddie put sheet iron aornss the frant of the house next dorr. (A few days
later, somebody ripped away the sheet iron from thefront door, went through the
house andstole the gas heater from the back yard. Only then did the owner put

a look on the front door.)

Elaine suspeoted that a squatter had moved into Jagos! old place. A day or

so after they left, their seourity door went micsing. There was no other sign

of life, except that the front gate was sometimes open and sometimes shut.

The blinds did not shift, and there was no light inside. when I Vent over

to have a.lookat the place on auction day, sure enough in the front room

were a bed and a televyision set. A few kitchen thiggs were on the sink. Otherwise
the heuse wasn't affected or aamaged in any way. Suddenly squatters in the are+
seem to have.-become highly organized, so that any property left vacant is

entered iomediately.

I'm in.two minds about squatting. The practice has only become necessary since
all the housing around universities and colleges has been bought and
trendified. There is very little affordable rental accommodatign left around
Helbourne University, for instance. At the same time, houses are left empty for
long periods of time while city councils oonsidder applications for redevelopment,
Although Collingwond Council says it wants to preserve housing in the area, it
has already allovied several demolitions near us during recent years, and at
least two of the blocks have been left empt&. Even the small amount of cheap

housing in Collingwood is disappearing,

Therefore if silent squatters, ..ove into a property lang left empty, ene can
hardly object. At least, as Elaine says, they are preserving the property as
housing. But I wouldn't much want a mini-commune on the doerstep —- which is
what the goup of squatters in 61 Keele Street seemed to be establishing.

The small neighbourhond around our house keeps emptying. It has become obvious
that Jagos' place was bought merely for speculative purposes. That's what's
happened again, since there is still no sign of life there, (In recent

weeks, a new squatter has moved in. The new awner could hardly ohJect, since
he or she hasnit set foot on the propaerty in four months.)

We kept trying to get guarantees about 61 Keele Street -- seocurity, non-damage

to our property, etc, = but we suspeoted the nwner would do his best te get

away with oheapskate measures, He wanted t¢ buy our praperty, freely admitting
that he only wanted to pull it down for an extended car park fnr 275 Wellingten
Street, but offered nothing that would compensate us far moving. (He digd not
mention a sum nf woney. He merely pffered to swap a house he already owned for
our house, ‘te mentiened a figure nf $250,000, which sent him on his way. T¢

buy the right sert of hnuse in our area -- at least two extra rorms =— the figure
would nov be at least $300,000), and seems to rise by $50,000 every six months.
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As I mentioned, we lost our other 'neighbour! when, in Mtay, the Technical Teachers
Union of Victoria auctioned its main building (57 Keele Street) for $530,000,

the 'barn' arnund the corner (a small warehouse at 42 Budd Street) for $370,000,
and the two vacant blocks that form a car park on Easey Street far 3150,000 each.
Not bad money in Jjust under three-quarters of an hours. The TTUV moved out in

July, to Jjoin the other teaocher unions at the renovated old Exacté factory in
Abbotsforde The new owner has just finished renovations.

vhen the demolishers eventually arrived tn pull down 61 Keele Street, I overheard
one of the blokes saying that they had allowed five days for the job. After the
first three days the ronf had nearly gﬂné. They pulled planks from the back nf
the house. Some of them were so rotten théy peeled off like paper. The process
slowed down when they gnt stuck into the walls. Their working days became erratice.
They would make a bit of noise far an hour or two, then disappear. They'd turn up
again three days later. As far as I could tell while rubbernécking through the
side window, they disoovered that the house was more solidly built than they
expecteds The more difficult they found the job, the slower they went and the
cheerier I felt. If, as we believe, our house was built a% the same time as next
door and.by the same builder, it wust be almost unwreckable.

Our side wall hasn't collapsed -- yet. After putting off the job as long as
possible, the two blokes finally brought down the front wall of next doer and
placed a fence across the property. They even slapped concrete cladding on our
side wall to protect it.

ue're not sure i:ow the whole process will affect the temperature of our place in
summer. heat waves usually take days to heat the interior of our house, but now
the side wall cops the morning sune

Our back yard is now a lot windier than it was. But the washing dries faster.

Ve were afraid that the owner of 275 Vellington Street would turn it into &
restaurant. If so, cars would have been revving until late at night. How the
owner tells us that he is cuking the large place into offices. ie'll see.

- L]

Hitting us just as hard as the death of Elaine's mother has been the death

of our favourite cat, Solomen. He was 15 yeurs old, but it did seem as if he
would live forever. Solomon had seemed very frail and elderly in Ootober 1987,
until we found that he had diabetes. Daily insulin shots gave him new vigour.

He began jumping up on the table again, and once allnwed himself to be seen
playing tag with the other cats. However, he faded again, and became very thin.
Wie topk him to the vet in the morning of Tuesday, 10 iay 1988j it was found he
had a large tumour in his belly, and he was given only a few months to live.
That night he died, probably frrm a heart attack. i great loss, especially as
the other cats ocan only be described as very ordinary moggies compared to
Solomnn, (We still have Apple Blossom} who's 13 years old;j IC, wha is nine years
oldj and the twp fluffies, Oscar, who is four-and-s-half years old, and Theodore,
who, at two-and-a-half years old, is the kitten, but thinks he's the new b@ss.)

Recently Theeodore, sur youngest, most beautiful cat, disappeared for 24 hours.
In the end we were going to tour the cat Hospitals, letterbnx the district,
eto., but when I went out to the toilet abecut 1 a.me, just befnre gaing to bed,
Theodnre sauntered through the baock gates. He ‘was very hungry, but undamaged. He
must have been shut in somewhere, but that doesn't explain why we couldn't hear
him yelling. Osoar, whe hai spent all day anxiously looking out the baok gate
for his Theodgre, was overjoyed. Since then Oscar has hardly let Theodere out
of his sight.

One night when.we ha& gone out for dinnep, Thendore contested the newly oleared
blook of land next donr. The Evil Cat from two doors away wanted the territory.
Theodore lpst the.fight. !/hen we took him to the vet next mofning, we found that



he was suffering frow a detached cornéa, and would have to be treated by a
smell-animal ophthalmologist in armadale. Cost: about y350, plus three trips to
the sye doctor (only made possible because Elaine's father drove me and Theodore
there and back). Yes, Theodore's eye is all right. Now we try to keep. him inside
the house after 5 p.m., bécause the Evil Cat begins skulking about then.
Theodore has worked out that evadinghucunsis a wonderful geme that he ocan

always win. Lures no longer work. If Theodore wants to ocome in, he does.
Otherwise, we just oross our fingers.

In July I came very close go going broke. I had become a credit Jjunkie, mainly

to feed my habit (buying cnmpact disos)e. Suddenly the State Bank Bankoard
Division decided that I could no longer use my Visacard, Oocps. And there were all
those bills to paye. August's chequd from klacmillan paid a few more bills. Things
are slowly improving, but meanwhile I haven't paid back Elaine all the money she
lent me to pay my taxes in April. And I've hardly begun to level my Bankoard
balance.

I got into this mess in tho follewing way: Each month I would dump my cheque
straight into the Bankcard acGount. For the rest of the month, my only available
cash would be Bankcard credit, But it's very hard to keep oount of what one is
speading in this way. Sn I spent far tne much, KNy ourrent solutien is tn rely

on only my savings or oheque accounts, nAnd try ta level the Bankoard and Visaecard
acoounts during the next twn years or so.

$2500 of the 3500N I qwe various credit card agencies was inourred by publishing
and posting The Metaphysiocal Review 11/12/13. I felt that I had to publish
something substantial in 1988, but the risks I taok will haunt me fer another
year or so. For example, my ocurrent debt will probably step IMK in its tracks
until about June 1989. Meanwhile I've had the duplicator oleaned (Ronep, now
oalled Aloatel, charged $30A1), and I still have 15 reams of American Quarte
paper, five tubes of duplicatar ink, and 800 stencils (stencils cnurtesy of John
Bangsund). Result? A fO-page Twentioth Anniversary Issue of SF Commentary, if I
can raise the money te posi.ite = T

Has anything gone réghtlreoently?,

Elaine had a peaceful Easter hammering together the front flywire door, planing
the unders;de of the front door, re-hanging the front flywire-dnor, and
rep051t10n1ng the 1lrck an the front door. She also did lats of dishes and
olothes and umpteen ether things. She said she had a quiet, relaxing time while
I'was at Kinkon., Elaine was thinking of quitting her old job at Oxford
Un;vgrsxty Press anyway, but was relieved when Colin Jevons rang t» say that
Thomas Nelson needed & science/education editor, and Would Elaine like to talk
to them? She did, and acoepted the job, even asking for and receiving a few
thousand more dollars per year from Nelson. She likes the.new job a let.

Other happy mews? John Bangsund landed the sort of job he's been locking for all
his life: assistant editor of the literary maogazine Meanjin. No doubt he'!ll
tell'you-bout that in his mailing. Irene Pagram has landed a job as the curator
of the 0ld Cheese Factory, Berwiok, It is an art gallery and edantlonal

and art-selling ocentre. best w1shes. 5

Ifve begun to write reviews for sources other than fanzines. I admit that

The Victorian Arts Centre Magszine took only three of them, I haven't heard from
then since. And I admit that The Malbdurne Report does not  aotually 2_1_f0r book
and reeord reviews, but the editor gives me a fair number of review oepiesa:
Alsn, I get the chance to review hocks and records I've bought as well as those
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post.it

I've received free. The age ran one of ay reviews (of Broderick's ilatilda at the

~ Li (but took two months to pay me) and bought another. AIl these are
hints of future sucoess, but not success itself. Things will start looking up if
I oan find somebody who pays well and gives me a lot of vwriting work.

In Lielbourne, success in uriting seems linked to Who You Know, not How Gond You
Are. Because of Rob Gerrand, I sold three reviews to Liichael Kaye, the editor of
The Viotorian Arts Centre liagazine. Because of John Bangsund, Rod Usher (The Age's
Literary Editor) commissioned the Broderiok review, and it was because of

Damien Brederiock that he commissioned a review of Forgotten Life, Brian Aldiss's
Wonderful new novel. David and Kitty Vigo arranged that I meet Phil Pianta,
editor of The lielbourne Report. George Turner asked that I review his The Sea

and Summer (Drowning Towers in USA) for Overland. If I have room, L'l1 Teprint
these pieces here.

- -

As I described above, some financial finagling enabled me to publish The
Lietaphysical Review 11/12/43, all 120 pages of it, in June 41988, Sorry if you
didn't receive one. Thereware only 40 copies left from the print run, so I
couldn't run it through FAPA. Some copies remain, lirite if you want one.

Optimism keeps winning over goed sense. I'm thinking of reviving SF Commentary ==
not as a vast money-suoker, like TUR, but as a slim volume nf reviews of Books
Received. It -will gn only tn cont;IEutnrs, publishers who send bcoks, and
subscribers. That should keep the cnpy numbers down, and alsa give me space for
reviewing review copies. Besides, I have to revive SF Commentary by January 41989,
its twentieth birthday. I dnn't guarantee tn run it 1in FAPA, but I*ll try.
Subseribe (US$25 for 6 issues airmail) if you want to be sure af your copy.

Early in 1988 Carey Handficld and Joanna ilasters got married. Really. It's
unlikely that you've been able to escape without hearing a blow-by-blow
description of the event, so I won't write anotner one. Carey's father delivered
a brilliant speech showing how difficult it ic to extract information from Carey
on any subject, let alone marriage. Attendegs at the recent Syndon, suffering a
similar prnblem -- extracting a speech from Carey Handfield, the Fan Guest of
Honour -- solved it by firing personal questions at him from the audience.
Perhaps we should have tried this at the wedding. Thanks tn Jnhn and Esta
Handfield, and many others, for the feasting and jollity.

Joanna iiasters comes from iestern Australia, and she and Carey met at an sf
convention. Carey and Joanna are renting a handsome apartment in Hawthorn, but
are house-~hunting. Carey has had to mend his ways. We were clearing away
Norstrilia Press stuff when Joanna delivered the great line: 'I only married him
for his junke!

CAUTION! LIST ALERT

Now that the news is out of the way, let's get on with the Secret Vices. Yes, it's
List Time:

Favourite Books 1987

1. lndependent People: Halldor Laxness (original publiocation date 1945; 544 ppe)
2. The Complete Stories of Flannery 0'Connor (1971; 555 ppe)

3. Lives of Girls and vomen: Alice Lunro (1971} 250 ppe)

4, Soldiers' lomen: Xavier Herbert (1961; 490 ppe)

S« The Novels of Philip K. Dick: Kim Stanley Robinson (1984; 150 ppe)

6s A loman of lieanss Peter Taylor (19503 115 ppe)

7. Bomarzos: lenuel Hujica=Lainez (1967; 573 pp.)

8, Pieces of Times Peter Bogdanovieh (1973; 271 ppe.)
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9. The Sea ani Summeri George Turner (19873 318 pp.) "

10. The Slaying of the Dragons: ed. Franz Rottensteiner (19?&0 305'PP-J

11. Required Writings miscellaneous Pieces 1955-1982¢ Philip Larkin (19834 315 pp.)
12. The Nine Tailorss Dorothy L. Sayers (1954§ 255 PPs)

13. Stemboul Traini Graham Greene (1932{ 221 pp.)

14. The 01d Forest: Peter Taylar (1985; 358 pp.) 1
15. The Papers of Samuel lLiarchbanks:t Robertson Davies (49863 540 pp.)

16. Radio Free Albemuths: Philip K. Dick (19841 214 pp,)

17. adis chaman Nahal (19763 371 ppe)

18« Russian Hide and Seek: Kingsley Amis (19801 251 ppe)

19. The Planet on the Tabler Kim Stanley Robinson (19863 241 pp.)

20. The Acoidental Tourist: Anne Tyler (19853 355 PPe)

It's hard to make any generalizations about a list like this. Four womenj the
rest men. Oh well. 1 Icelanderj 1 Argentinian; 1 Austriani 2 Canadians; 41 Indian;
2 Australians (Herbert and Turner)j &4 English writers{ 5 Americanse That's one
type of generalization.

1987 seemed a poor -year for novels until I began concooting the list. Some bocks,
suoh as The Sea and Summer, already loom larger in my memory than other bnoks
placed higher on the list. If I were doing the list again, I would move it up tn
N2« 5. There are quite a few critieal bnoks here. Elaine cannot see why I read
books of ‘criticism and reviews fnr pleasure, Usually it's because they are better
written than fioction nr nther types of non-fiotions For instance, EAmund Wilsen
is the best American writer this century, but he wrote little fiction. Robinsnnl!s
boaok about Phil Dick is a masterpiece, a bnok-length essay that adds immeasurably
to one's appreciation of Dick's worke The reading.of literature depends on peaple
like Kim-Stanley Robinsen. Similarly, Bogdanovioh's immense lave and appreoiation
of films informs every sentence of his bookj one needs to read prose of this
quality before coming back to the olassi¢ films. Peter Taylor's fiction was the
discovery of the year. Yau Americans have sn many magnificent writers lurking on
your bankshelves, but don't know about them. Flannery O'Connor is the gremtest
of them, nf course, but pesple like Taylnr and even gond old Phil Dick aren't
too bad, The world's greatest living writer (at least, I presume he's still
livingj he was dragged out to meet Reagan in Reykjavik) is Halldor Laxness from
Iceland, but it's nnly because of a series of accidents, mainly involving Jahn
Bangsund, that & have any of his bocks. Anybody know of a gofd source af Laxness
editions in English? Gerald Liurnane and I will pay *money* for any such volumese

Favourite Films 1987

1¢ I Know Where I'm Going: directed by lichael Powell and Emric Pressburger (1946)
2. The Last Laughi F. R. Murnau (1924)

3. The Sweet Sdell nf Successt Alexander Mackendrick (1957)
4, Pete XKelly's Blues: Jack ebb (1955)
5. The Big Heat: Fritz Lang (1953)
6s The lMan With the Golden Arm: Ottn Preminger (1955)
?. The Ynung Savages: Jonn Frankenheimer (1961)
8. T-len: Anthony Lann (1947)
9. How Green was My Valley: John Ford (1941)
10« Sebrinas Billy Wilder (1954)
11e On Dangerous Grounds Nicholas Ray (1950)
12. The Night nf the Hunteri Charles Laughtnn (1955)
13, goiznel Blimps Michael Powell and Emrie Pressburger (1946)
14e Sorry ¥rong Number: Anatole Litvak (1948)
15. Fanny By Gaslighti Anthony Asquith (1944)
16. Black Narcissuss WMichael Pnwell and Emrie Pressburger (1046)
17. Here Comes Lr Jordani Alexander Hall (1941)
18« Sinful Davy: John Hustan (1969)
19. I Remember Lamas George Stevens (1948)
20. Lady on a Train: Charles David (1945) .
21es All About Eve: Jaseph L. Hankiewicz (1950)
22, Sitting Prettys Walter Lang (1948)
23, I ¥as a Wele War Bride: Heward Hawks (1949)
24 The Kind Benders: Basil Deardea (1963)
25, Who Is Killing the Great £hefs of Europe?: Ted Kotcheff (1978)
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This 1ist shows the influence of Liassrg Flaus and Harris, who were mentioned
ncar the beginning of this fanzine. Since most of these films were buried away
ot midday or midnight on TV, I might have missed them without the benefit nf
friendly hints from Film Buffs' Forecast. Nos. 11 to 25 are pretty much equal
in my mind, which might explain the sometimes bizarre rank order. I saw three

movies at cinemas during the entire year, and only one (the disappointing Ne Vay
Out) was mande in 1987.

When I printed the above list in the August 1988 mailing of my ANZAPA magazine,
Cath Ortlieb misread ‘the introduction and thought I had listed my favourite movies
of all time. Ho wonder she was surprised at the omissions., It would strain your
credulity if I admitted that until a few days ago I had never attempted a
‘Favourite Films of All Time' list. Okay, S» you don't believe it. The. trouble is
that many of my favourites were first scen in 1965, the year that I disoovered
#UFS (lkelbourne University Film Society) soreenings. And I have no list of the
films I saw that year.

Here's an entirely tentative list of my
Favourite Films nf All Time:

1. This Sporting Life (Lindsay Anderson)

2. It's a llonderful Life (Frank Capra)

3. 20011 A Space Odyssey (Stanley Kubrick)

4. The Birds (Alfred Hitchaock)

5« UYnn Gncle (Jacques Tati)

6. Singing in the Rain (Stanley Donen and Gene Kelly)

7« The Trial (Orson uelles)

8. The Lenpard (Luchinn vVisconti)

9. Othelle (Orson ielles)

10. Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs (Walt Disney)

11. Seconds (John Frankenheimer)

12« Snlaris (Andrei Tarkovsky)

13. Citizen Kone (Orson wWelles)
14s Charley Varriok (Don Siegel)

15. Casablanca (Michael Curtiz)

16. Les Enfants du Paradis (llarcel Carne)

17. Kwaidan (llasaki Koboyashi)

18« Lunch nn the Grass (Jean Renoir) .

19. Andrei Rublev (Andrei Tarkc vsky)

20. Vertigo (Alfred Hitchcock)

21. Peeping Tom (iiichael Powell)

22. The Long Gondbye (Robert Altman)

23. Dark Passage (Delmer Daves)

24, The Third lkan (Carol Reed)
25« Five Nillion Years to Earth (Roy Ward Baker)
26. General Della Rovere (Roberto Rossellini)

27. The lian Who Would Be King (John Hustnn)

28. The Little Shep of Horrors (Roger Corman)

29. Kind Hearts and Coronets (Robert Hamer)

30e The Llagic Flute (Ingmar Bergman)

31, I Know ywhere I'm Going (Llichael Powell and Emrio Pressburger)
32. EEEE (Ffrancesco Rosi)

33, Keeper of the Flame (George Cukor)

34. lly Favorite Year (Richard Benjamin)

35. North By Northwest (Alfred Hitchcook)

3be The Reckoning (Jack Gold)

37. Nntorious (Alfred Hitohcock)

38. Three Strangers (Jean Negulesco)
39, Death in Venice (Luchino Visconti) . ;
40. Belle de Jour (Luis Bunuel) x5y 38 L= .
41. The Disoreet Charm of the Bourgeoisie (Luis Bunuel) 3 .
42, L*eclisse (liichelangelo Antoninni)

43, Zabriskie Point (liichelangele Antonioni)
4he The Last Flcturse Shnw (Peter Bngdanovieh) -

45, Cabaret (Beb Fosse) “ie e

4h. The Arrangement (Elia Kazan) . v 3
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Not bad for a Top Ten list. I ocould add hundreds more.

Joseph Nicholas would have wanted me to write half a page about eaoh title. No,
I say. But I will say that each title lives in the memory and represents somec
point of perfeotion in oinema art. 2001 and The Birds derive drama from abstract
ideas in a way unequalled in cinema. This .Sporting Life shows the most powerful
aoting I've seen on the screen -- that 1s, the enocounters between Rachel Roberts
and Riochard Harris. Their only equal is Hicol Williamson's performance in The
Reckoning. How does one count the ways in which It's a Vionderful Life is perfect?
Black-and-white photography. Script, Aotinge Concept..As myth, as realism.
Oh well, I'm worst at my most lyriocal, and most of these films twiteh the
lyrical nerve in me. Curiously enough, the most,important movie in my life (as I
realized-when I saw it a few years ago, after not having seen it since I was
four years old) is Charles Vidor's Hans Christan Andersen. But ta tell you why
it is important I would have to tell you the story of my life yet again.

Favourite Short Stories 1987

1. 'Aura‘': Carles Fuentes (from The Slaying of the Dragon)

2. 'Stone Quarry's Gerald iiurnane (lieanjin, December 1986)

3. 'With the Gypsy Girls'; Mirocea Eliade (The Slaying of the Dragon)

L4, 'Baptizing®: Alice Lunro (Lives of Girls and liomen)

5¢ 'The Gift of the Prodigal': Peter Tayler (The 0ld Forest)

6. 'Lives of Girls and Women's Alice Munro (Lives of Girls and ‘omen)

7« 'A Gift from the Graylanders': Kiochael Bishop (Best SF of the Year 15)
8+ 'Heirs of the Living Body': Alice Munro (Lives of Girls and Vomen)

9e 'The Flats Rpad': Alice Liunro (Lives of Girls and \iomen)

10e ‘A Really Good Jazz Piann's Richard Yates (Eleven Kinds of Lonelxness)
11. 'The Death of a Kinsmant: Peter Taylor (The 0ld Forest)

12. 'The BAR Man®: Riohard Yates (Eleven Kinds of Laneliness)

There are no Flannery O'Connor stories here (although her Complete Shert Storles
appeared at Ne. 2 on the 'Favnurite Books' list) because I had read almost all
her stories before, It's odd, though, that when I read the stories for the first
time in 1971 I failed to sece that 'The Artificial N----- ¢ is Q'Connor's best
story, and hence one of the great American shart stories. So it was actually the
best story read in 1987, Or should that honeur ,go to Stanislaw Lem's 'The lask!',
WnTSh appears in Franz Rottensteiner'sstimulating The Slaying ef the Dragon
collection? But that was my favourite story for ﬂ982. Fuentes' and Eliade's
stories, read for the first time in 1987, are spectacular ghost stories, Even
more than the rest of Murnane's fiotion, 'Stone Quarry' is a disturbing blend ef
fable, meditation, and speculative ghost story. I hope MKurnane's work breaks out
of Australia soonj we shouldn't keep him to ourselves. Alice biunro remains liorth
Amerioca's best living writer, although her recent collections are not as

fertile as suoh early books as Lives af Girls and Women. This intense and
delestable work is bnth a novel and a ocollection of interrelated long steries.
Bishop's 'A Gift from the Graylanders' is the only sf entry from 1987,

Pavourite Popular Records First Bought in 1987

(* = Recards or CDs first released in 1987

1« Edge of Darkness: Eric €lapton and kiichael Kamen (BBC)
2¢ The Killer Inside lies Green on Red (Meroury)
3« Frimitive Cool: kick Jagger (CBS)
4. Get Rhythm: Ry Cooder (Warner Bros)
5¢ Live at Fulham Town Hall)i Charlie Watts (CBS)
6. Let ke Up (I've Had Enough): Tom Petty and the Heartbreakers (KCA)
7+ Lord of the Highways Joe Ely (Hightone)
8¢ First Steps Faces (Edsel)
* De Under the Suni Paul Kelly and the Cnloured Girls (Mushrooem)
10« Georgia Satellites (Elektra)
11s Sergeant Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Bend-(Parlophone)
* 12, Bring the Family: John Hiatt (ARI)
®* 13, Lifes Neil Young (Geffen)
14, With the Beatless Beatles (Parlophone)

e & & 2 & s

!

*
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15+ 2400 Fulton Street: Jefferson Airplane (RCA) (2 CDs)
16¢ Funnel of Loves Bruce Springsteen (CBS)

17. Famous Blue Raincoat: Jennifer Varnes (RCA)

18+ strange \ieather: fL.arianne Faithful (Island)

19. The Conway: Brothers Hiccup Orchestra (Larrikin)

20. peer Childreni Black Sorrows (CBS)

* 2 & 3 3 3

Numbers 9, 19,and 20 are by Australian performers., 13 Yes, it is true that I

had never owned a copy of Sergeant Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Band or ¥ith the
Beatles before the CD releuases, t: But no, I'll never be sure vhether I would
have liked thc Edge of Darkness iacidental musio so well if I hadn't seen the TV
series. 3t Georgia Satellites was released overseas in 1986, but received ne
Australian release or airplay until the early months of 1987. 11 After several
years of making movie soundtracks, Ry Conder is back (Get Rhythm) with an exciting
big sound that should have given him the *hit reoord* he needs. It didn'te. Back to
the movie soundtracks, Ry. 1:: First Step is, as the name suggests, the Faces'
first album. I didn't know it had ever existed until Edsel, the English revival
cnmpany, rereleased it (but not on CD)e Not as good as A Nnd Is as Good as a Wink
to a Blind Horse, but.better than Long Player and Ooh La la. They're not yet on
CD, eithere 131 Green on Red.is the best group in the world. Discover them,
somebody, please.

Favourite Classical Records First Bought in 1987
(I won't try to guess at original release dates on these; most appeared in
Australia lon; after they first appeared overseas.)

1. Berlioz: La Damnation de Fausti
Sir Georg Soltl (cnnductor)/Chicage Symphony Orchestra (Decca) (& CDs)

2. lahlers Symphony Noe. 53
Guiseppe Sinepoli (oond.)/Philharmonia Orch. (Deutsohe Grammophon) (1 CD)

3. Beethoveni 'Eroica'’ variations/Fur Elise/6 Bagatelles, Op. 126/6 Ecossaises:
Alfred Brendel (piano) (Philips) (1 CD)

4e Schubert: Impromptus, De 899 and De. 935:

Alfred Brendel (p.) (Pailips) (1 CD)

5. Schubert: Fiano Sonata i- A, D. 664/Fiano Sonata in A Liinor, D. 5371
Alfred Brendel (p.) (Philips) (1 CD)

6. Brahms: Violin Chncertn in D KaJor, OPe 772
Boris Belkin (violin)/Ivan Fischer (cond.)/London Symphony Orchestra
(Decca) (1 musicassette)

7. Schubert: Die Viinterreise: .

Hans Hotter (baritnne)/Gerald tloore (p.) (ELI References) (1 CD)

B8, .0Orlande de Lassusi Laurime de San Pietrn:

Istvan Parkai (cond.)/Chamber Chair of liszt Ferenc Academy of Musio
(Hungarnton) (1 CD) :

9. Joseph Haydni Saint Nicholas Liass, Hob. XXII, 6/iissa Brevis in B Major
('Little Organ hass'), Hob. XXII, 7/missa Brevis in F kajor ('Youth lLiass'),
Hob. XXII, 11 ]
Reinhard Kammler (cond.)/Resident Chamber Orchestra of KUﬂiCQ/Ch°1P of

. Augsburger Domsingknaben (E.I Harmonia iiundi) (1 CD)
10, Joseph Haydn: Cello Concertn in D wajor, Heb. VIIB, 2/
Luigi Boccherinii: Cello Concerto in B Flat Xajors
tiari Fujiwara (celln)/lichi Inoue (cond.)/Netherlands Chamber Orchestra
(Denon) (1 cD).

I've been rediscovering pisno music during reoent years through exploring Alfre?
Brendel's performances of solo works. I'm still far behind -~ don't even have his
records of Haydn sonatas yets :: In 1987 and 1988 I've been collecting the
entire Colin Davis/London Symphony Orchestra cycle of Berlioz's works as they have
been appearing on CD. Therefore it was a surprise to find that Solti can ?o Just
as well as Davis, at least on La Dapnation de Faust. Not only is this a first-
class opera, but the performance has that passionate power that lifts it abqve
other first-class aperas. (The Davis/LSO version is also wonderfulj I have it an
LPs.) 11 It's annoying that the Belkin/Fischer recording of Brabus! Violin -
Concerty is unavailable an CD, but it sounds orisp and immediate on tape. I ?aven t
heard a better version of the works 1: Sinopoli's version nf Mahler's Sth 1s
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the first that has made sense to me. Sinopoli and the Philharmonia. play with
passion, but also analyse the music s. you can see inside it.

NO SOONER DO I WRITE SOMETHING THAN IT'S QUT OF DATE i

It's now two weeks later than Page 11e Informatxon goes out of dato ‘quiokly. No
longer do -e have four oats. Now we have five cats again. (I'm not making this up,

you know.) 8 .

Elaine took'Apple Blossom to the vet because one.of .her eyes was watering. ‘ihile
there. she' was told about a oat that had been brought 1n three weeks before with
a broken pelvxs. The rpeople who had brought him in had not been seen since. The
cat, ‘Elaine was told, ‘was very friendly and very hungry == in other words,
normally tabby. If no one took-him soon, he would be *put down'. (Vets tend tn
use thxs phrase, ulthough both they and their clxents know what it really means.)

Aftei‘Elaine mét the new cat, there was no chance that.anything I onuld say
would stop. the .inevitable process: of adoption. I gave in gracefully (er
graoelessly; it doesn't _matter). The new cat is one year old, tabby, clever,
hungry, and doesn't seem to like the other cats much, although he's: started
playing with Theodore in reoent days. e assume his pelvis was broken by a
travelling car, so we hope he doesn't make a habit of wandering across roads.
He is now named Eontgomery, already shortened to hionty.

YET LATER

Now it's several weekec later than the paragraph aboves first week of December, ,

First the gond news. Lionty has settled down well. He plays double baok flips
with Theodore and tag with TC, and puzzles Osoar greatly. And eats lots.

L -

Next the bad news. I was going to include'a long article about Roy .Orbison in
this issué of Dreams and .False Alarms.. I wrote- it about a year ago, and have had
to update it regularly. I've put it in the next issue of The lietaphysical
Review, but now I must-change it into an ‘obituary. Roy Orbison, the hero of my.
teenage years, died on 7 December 1988, '‘at the age of 52, after suffering a
heart attaok. There ain't no justice. If he had died thrce years ago, I would
have lamented, but not felt anger. But.ss Three years ago Orbison recorded the
Class of 'S5 album with Johnny Cash, Jerry Lee Lewis, and Cerl Perkins. At about
the same time, David Lynoh used his song 'In Dreams' in Blue Velvet., Orbison re-
recorded his greatest hits for Virgin Records, and-there was constant talk of an
album of new songs, Two years ago Orbison was inducted into the Rock and Roli
Hall of Fame., In-his induetion speech, Bruce Springsteen named him as the singer
he always wanted to be. There followed a re-recording of 'In Dreams' with k. d.
lang. Orbison starred in a video on which famous people jostled tn.play rhythm
guitar. Orbison, the shyest singer in’ the business, inspired nuch good feeling
merely by hinting at a comeback. That comeback was just happening when he died.
As part of the Trsvelin' Wilburys, he has just returned to the Top 10, 2
His lang-planned soln album was set .far release.

And now the man's dead, It's just not fair, dammit! All the sarvengers will
gather, and grow rich, as they did on the corpse of Elvis Presley, I suppnse the
new album will dj well, Maybe CBS will pull out its corporate finger, and
re-release the Konument hits. Perhaps Polygram will dig into its archives for
Orbison's material recorded for MGe This shaild ‘-be Orbison's comeback year, Now
where is he? Nowhere,

Ohe last bit of newsi it might be good, might be bad. After telling us he would be
NUP new nezghbour, the owner of the place on the corner and.the (now) empty block
next dofr ‘will ‘sell them at auotinn en 20' December: I'm tempted to put.off

this page until I can' tell you the price. -"V¥hat will the new owner get up to?
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The following article first appeared in Sikander 14, edited by Irwin Hirsh. I've
5 5 : e At 5

tried to sell it to several literary nagszines, s0 far without success. I suspect

that it cnuld nnly appear in a fanzine. Thanks, Irwin, for making me write it.

TRAINS IN THE DISTANCE

'Everybody loves the sound of a train in the distance', sings Paul Simon,
'Everybody thinks it's true... The thought that 1life could be better/Is woven
indelibly/Into our hearts/And our brains,'

And it is true, about trains, and life, and hearts, but I didn't know that when
I was four years old. In 1952 a train -- the one with the electric thingie nn
top -- was our way of getting to the centre of llelbourne. Other trains -- the
exciting ones that chuffed smoke and snorted steam -- played shuttle on the line
that was over the road from the front of our house. For hours each night they
butted goods wagons at each other along the shunting railsa

And there were other trains -- mighty black engines belching smoke and steam —
that hurled themselves past our house, roaring at me to stay in my safe garden
on our side of the road. These vworkhorses of the Victorian Railways were headed
for a mysterious region called ‘'Gippsland', Such an engine would drag behind it
a long line of gonds wagons that sometimes tnok five to ten minutes to pass our
housea,

No wonder I wanted to be an engine driver when I grew up. Trains were all-
powerful., They went very fast an lnng Jjourneys. They played mystericus
Brobdignagian games just 'over the road and beyond a slight fence. From the
parapet nf the verandah at the front of eur house I cnuld watch their endless
antics. And one day I might even have my own set to play with.

- Ld

In every childhood there is a day that is so magical or terrifying or ambiguous
that forever after you wonder whether or not you lived it; perhaps it was your
first very vivid childhood dream. For years I had such a memory, a Aream—
feeling. I remembered that my father opened the donr of the front lounge-room, a
door that was almost never opened tn anyoney let alone to children, and let me
glimpse an entire model-railway set laid out on the floor, Lines made a circle
on the carpet. A bridge crossed it; a railway station was there beside it. iy
father picked up the railway engine, wound a key, and let the.little green
object scont around the circle until it jumped the rails and clattered towards
the wall., My father attached carriages t¢ the engine., This slowed it, and the
whole regalia trundled ¢ff demurely around the circle,

This went on for some time. It seemed that the set had twe engines, a little green
one and a black one, both driven by clockwork, and lots of carriagese We

tried out all the pnssibilities. Various combinations of carriages circled the
track. I wound up the engines until the clockwork broke on one ¢of them.

That was that. I wasn't old enough for the train set yet. I was bundled off to
bed, and in the morning there was nn sign of the miraculous layout. Nor did it
show itself again for about four years, which is so long a time in a child's
life that I really thought I had dreamed the whole episode.

It's still not clear to me how parents decide that a child is 'old enough! fer
something. In their endless attempt to get me to do something in life beside
reading books, Mum and Dad revealed one day during the particularly long and hot
school holidays at the end of 41956 that the model train set really existed, It
had been my father's when he was a boy. Dad showed me the Hornby catalogue for
the year, sometime in the late 4920s, when he had started the colleatinn. The
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catalogue was more exciting than the set of model trains. All the engines and
carriages shown were based on famous.English trains of the early twentieth
century, anu each of them bore mysterious initials, such as LNER, LL.S, and Gi/.
ky father explained that these letters showed whioh English railway company

each belonged to. The idea of private ownership of railway lines was new to me,
and somehow indecent., No matter. English railway engines and oarriages, &s shown
in the catalggue, looked much prettier than the humble black ohuffers and red
rattlers that passed our house every day.

I have always been bored by games of any sort. Once you know the rules of any
game, there is no more interest in it; you give up suoh a useless activity and
go back to reading bookss So what do you do with a model-railway layout? It was
very exciting to get everything out of the tin trunk in which the set had been
stored for thirty yearss It was rather nice putting together the first circular
track and running trains xound it. But watchlng things go around in circles
was boring after the first half .hour.

To beat the boredomy, I eonnscted the straight ruils, and put aside the
aireularrails. for when the line went around corners. Off we went, and snon had a
track that stretched from the kitchen, through the living ronm, and intc the front
passage. This was fun for a while, Ve could invent place names for destinations,
and use blocks and toys as part of the layout. There was one snog: my mother
wanted touse the house as well, After she had tripped over unsuspeoted rails and
carriages a few times, she decided that maybe I could go back to reading beoks.

Not so, for I had glimpsed a new idea: that of ‘'destination's Where cauld we
take the railway linmes so that they stretched out into the distance, like a real
railway line? How could I make their destinations mysterious and variable?

One night I had a dream, one that excites me still. Somehow the Oakleigh

railwvay line ourved over Haughton Road, came up the side of our house, made
itself small, climbed up through some passage in the floer, went through the
living room, out the other side, and eventually rejoined the main railway line.
(Years later I discovered that somenne had written a song along similar linesi
tThe Railroad Goes Through the liiddle of the House'.) It was during the hot days
of the January annual sohool holidays, in that long-gone era when summer began
in December and ended in February. The lawn was dry, and there was no danger of
sudden showerse. why not set up the whole layout in the back lawn?

The baock lawn was a large oblnng, with a grassed.gutter down the middle. A chunk
at one end of the oblong had been turned back into gardenes It looked to me like
a Dap of the United States of Ameriea, with the gutter as the uississippi River,
and the ohunk as the Gulf nf liexicoe Liy obsessinn the previeus year had been the
films, oomic bnoks, and stories about Davy Crnokett, so by the end of Grade Four
I was sure I knew everything there was to know @bout American history and geographye.
In 1954, during the visit to Australia of Gueen Elizabeth II and the Duke of
Edinburgh, my parents had bought an atlas. It was, naturally enough, ocalled The
Hew Elizabethan iiorld Atlas. One double-pagc spread in it showed the USAe I
spread out the atlas in front of me. The double-page map was filled with
possible destinations, inoluding many that I had never heard mentioned in films
or comio books or cn the radio. 'Natchez! — what a wonderful name. There was no
name in Australia with that kind of. sound. Yaco, Texas. You cauld journey
towards a place with a name like that. Tampa, Florida; let's head for there,

There was ome difficulsy-: the line could go to Florida, or over to St Louis.
Seattle or Los Angeles were quite out of the question unless, of course, you
started from there. Nope. New York was always the starting place. Ve needed new
railway lines so that -the layout, with theihelp of points and a bridge across
the Lississippi, could cover the continent. From then on my parents and
relatives were faced with expensive requests at each birthday and Christmas
time: more railway lines! extra oarringes! Even at the age of nine I was
afflicted with the colleoting disease, which merely got worse with agee

The model-railway idyll lasted only three.summers. The weather was too damp
during the llay and September holidays for us to set up the railway layout, and
we didn't get many ideal days even during the summer holidayse. By the beginning
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of the summer of 1958-9 the crunch had already come. iy parents had decided to
move from Hsughton Road, ironically because tney were increasingly irritated by
the noise from the lielbourne-ta~Gippsland railway line across the road. i/e moved
to Syndal om 17 February 1959, and I took the lines and engines and carriages
out of their tin trumnk omly once again in my life. Yet, somehow, by summer 1958
«~- that last, regretful periad of six weeks at Qakleigh — I had colleoted
enough lines to cross the American continent, via Saint Louis, and send a branch
line to Florida as well. We had extra accessories and 1lnts of extra ocarriages,
but never a bridge that orossed the Mississippi safely. (The ocarriages always
fell off the bridge my father had built tao cross the gutter.) The clockwork
mechanism had failed in both engines. The rails had already begun tma rust,.

The whole layout is still with my parentse In its tin trunk it was dragged up tn
Baochus liarsh and back to East Preston, up to South Belgrave and down to
Rosebud, hut it's never been played with again, laybe it's valuable =—- perhaps
very valuable —- to someone. ‘hatever happens to those model railways, they
already have given their speoial pleasure, not because of what they are, but
beoause of the way they attached themselves to my imagination.

Why did I chonse America as the basis of that model railway layout? W@Why didn't I
choose Australia, which has roughly the same shape and size as the USA?

Because there's nothing in the middle of Australia except desert. Only one line,
the Transcontinental, crosses the continent. In the middle of Australia there is
no Des Lioines, Iowa, nq Grand Rapids, wichigan, no Wichita, Kansss, wrere a
tired railway passenger can alight for a good night's rest befare going an with
the journey. when I was nine or ten, Australia did not seem to hold out
possibilities; it seemed empty in the middle. I felt the same about Llelbpurne
and its suburbs. You rode through Hurrumbeena or Caulfield or Toorak in real and
very suburban carriagesj they were built mcrely to carry penple% they left
nothing to the imagination. The suburbs, your own home turf, were home, parents,
relatives, houses and gardens, everyday preacticalities; baredom. Could anything
ever be petter, except aver there somewhere in New York or the middle of America?

It was only much later that I faund out that Victoria's railway system was not
built wholly according to boring irenbeund practiocalities. The pecple in charge
of lielbourne's most important growth period, from 1870 te 1890, used the
suburban rail system as a way of letting their imaginations ga. Alsn, of course,
they wanted tn line their pockets. They bought undeveloped land way off the edge
of the suburban perimeter and then bribed somebody in parliament tm run a
railway line through it. This prncedure often wcrxedIhe Melbnurne suburb of
Hawthorn, for instance, was built around its railway statinn.

Victoria's rail system radiates out from Melbourne., During the 1880s country
towns, no matter hew small, were able tn persuade politicians that one railway
station could buy lots of votes, Lines spread across wide plains and previously
unheard-of rivers and climbed into desolate mountain forests. liost of these
lines were never prnfitable.

Therefore during the 1880s Victoria's rail system became a model-railway set
that used real cngines and carriages. Its imaginative purpese, as opprsed te 1xs
practical- purpose, vwas to give Viotorians the feeling that they could travel
safely from anywhere in the colony to anywhere else. And this remained true
until the late 1960s, when suddenly the railway system began to make huge lesses
and politioians began planning ways of shutting it dqwn.

Railway trains are symbols of power, especially when carried along by steam
engines. All that prancing and chuffing and speed and prevailing against
relentless gravity and distance! But railways are also a symbol of domesticitye
If you get on a passenger train, it carries you to the place shown on the
destination board. It doesn't crash, except in the most exceptional
circumstances..A land filled with railways, like the USA of my atlas, is a
settled land. People can move as.they like. llo wonder Paul Simon feels that a
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the sound of a train in the distance reassures you that life could be better. All
you have to do is travel far enough and you reach that better 1life,

Something like this thought must have ocourred to the pe?plﬂ who.bu11t o
Melbourne. Suburban’ houses £ill up the spaoes between raxlways; why n?t, then,
build a railway that did not streteh out dircectly rrom.the city, but instead
made a great loop that would 1ink all thec radiating railways?

Suoh a plan was made in the 1880s. It was called the Outer Cirole Line, and was
the most gloriously silly episode in Melbaurne’s long history of absurdly
disastrous public projects. It would go north from near Hughesdsle station (now
on the Oakleigh line), and ornss three other lines until it arched in from the
norith at Clifton Hill station (very near where I live now). It would provide
Jjobs and guarantee the growth of suburbia, And it weuld, although .nobody said so
at the time, symbolize Melbourne's maternal quality, its desire to give total
senurity' to its citizens, enclosed as they would be by railways.

The Outer Circle Line was actually built during the 1880s, but as the last
seotions were opened, the first seotions wers about to be closed down. Graeme
Davison, in his The Rise and Fall nf Marvellous lMelbourne (Melbourne University
Press, 1979), vwrites that 'The new line was built to thc most gcnerous
engineering standards with wide double-track cuttings and embankments and
closely spaced stations.V Howevery 'in its first nine months nf operation (the
Outer Ccircle Line) attracted only 5153 passengers (most of them jny-riders?)’'.

The Outer Circle Line was Helbourne's grcat model-railway line. Hour after hour,
trains would trundle soross deserted paddooks-and past empty stations. 1 see

on each of these stations a lonely station paster standing forlornly while
waiting for the passenger-pf-the-week to turn up,

The Outer Circle Line might have succeeded if it had been opened ten years earlier,
in 1881 instead of 1891. 1891 was the beginning of Australia's worst depression,

an event that stopped Helbourne's growth for nearly thirty years and ensured
Sydney's win in the battle between the cities. .Davisnn reocords that entire new
suburbs, built during the boom of the 1880s, lay empty, their home-owners foroed
to give up their houses because nobody had the money tn take over their

mortgages.

Many of the paddocks besidle the Quter Circle Line were filled with houses only
during the late 1950s. By that time most nf the line had been demolished. It left
only odd patterns of streets through the 'garden: suburbs! -~ patterns so
irregular and striking that you can still use a street map (see page 22) to trace
the old path nf the line. I'm told that there are also plenty of remnants of the
line == sleepers, rusty steel bits =- hidden behind suburban fences or in
unexplained little parks.

There will never be another Outer Circle Line, not even among those grandiose
schemes that governments announce every few years. At one stage there was going

to be a line from Huntingdale Station to Monash University (demolishing how many
billions of dollars! worth of factories and houses?), and even four years ago

the Cain Government still talked of a line from Frankston to Dandenong. This

did neF happen. Instead the government built & freeway ocovering the .same distanoce.

Ccars have made railways very unprofitable in Viotoria, and now politicians

and bureaucrats seem to spend their nights tossing and turning, trying to think
of acéeptable ways to kill the railway system. lfost people are still as
emotionally attached to the suburban railway system as I am, so tho government
cannot destroy the system at one go. But only ? per cent of lielbourne's people
still travel on the system. lost Melbournites-live in one outer suburb and
travel by car to work in another outer suburb. The railways might still radiate
frém the centre of llelbourne, but helbournites! lives do note

If the railuays go, the Melbourne I grew up in will have gone. Kaybe it has -

already. When I was @ boy, Oakleigh was on the edge of the suburbs..Now Oakleigh
feels like an inner suburb, and the sprawl stretohes another forty kilometres to
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THE OUTER CIRCLE RESERVATION
-AS IT IS NOW

Since the closure of most of the OQuter Circle kine.
local residents have been using the vacant land
as parkland. much of it being majntained at the
expense of the Councils. Some small seclons
have been leased for various commercial,
residenual. government and munictpal uses. The
1anc is mostly owned by the Melbourne and
Metropolitan Board of Works and the
Metropolitan Transit Authority.

The Alamein rallway line is the only section of
the Outer Circle railway stll operaing. There
are many features of historical interest along the
Outer Ctrele route - some of these are marked on
the sketch map inside. There are also significant
areas of indigenous vegetation as well as
attracuve exotic and natve plantings in various
locatfons. More {nfortnation is contained in the
Outer Circle Study Group Report.

THE OUTER CIRCLE LINEAR PARK
- AS IT WILL BE

As well as being an important link in
Melbourne’s growing network of linear parks. the
Outer Circle Linear Park will have its own
attractions. Its history, for example, offers plenty
of material for development and community
information - not only was it a politcally
controverslal project, but remaining features
such as bridges. cuttings and indigenous
vegetation are valuable reminders of imes

gone by.

Al the moment it is possible to travel from one
end of the park to the other on foot. Some
sectans can be negotiated by bicycle. Eventually
pathways will run the whole length of the park.
along embarkments and through cutlings.
making it one of Melbourne's more unusual

linear parks.
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the east. Only a small proportion of Lielbourne's people live within walking
aistance of a railway station., And if we oan no longer hear the sound of a train
in the distance, oan we still- hope that life will be better?

There is only one remedy. -One day in the future, when the kelbourne I know has
disappeared because it no longer has its suburban railway system, and when welve
wnn Tattslnttn and can afford to retire to a large, oomfortable house set on wide
lawns surrounded by hedges, I will take out a rusted tin trunk from where it has
been hidden fnr many years., In it I will find all those railway lines, oarriages,
engines, and aocooessories. They will be very rusted by then, perhaps
unrecognizable. But if the wheels of the ocarriages and engines still turn, I
will lay out the lines aoross the lawne.

I will not, however, return to the map of America in my old atlas. Instead I
will turn to the map on page 156 of Graeme DavisaAn's The Rise and Fall of
Liarvellous Melbourne. I will call the central station of my system Melbourne.
Straight lines will stretch out to a station that I will name Hughesdalee
Circular lines will veer off to the north. liith a oombinatinn of straight and
ciroular lines I will bring the trains baok to their destination at Clifton Hill,
and finally to ilelbourne. Hour after hour trains will travel through the long
grass. No passengers will step on or off that train. But I will know where those
carriages are and keep them all moving.

At last I will reoreate the Outer Circle Line, In this way I will oreate the
real ldelbourne -- the marvellous llelbourne that never quite came into existence
== nn that lawn in the future.

~ Bruce Gillespie, July 1987

23




Earlier in this magazine I told thc story of how I bogun reviewing records for
The Melbourne Report late in 1987. The release labels .are Australian, and

might differ from the equivalent labels for America. Quite a few of .these records
are by Australian performers and are not yet available overseas. If any of them
seem worth buying, send me money (JA17 for LP or cassette, ..A25 for CD, plus #A5
for postage) and I'll try to find a ocopy for you.

So far the cditer nf The Lelbﬁurne Report has given me only pop, Jazz, or folk
resords to review.

THE 'UELBOURNE REPORT' 4
RECORD REVIEVS

Reservations for Two: Dionne Warwick (Arista VPL1-7573)

Dionne Warwick started at the top, with 'Anyone who Had a Heart', an inspired
dramatic ballad from 1962. No record she made afterwards had quite the sparkle
of that one. Her career faltered during the 1970s. During the 1980s she suddenly
regained attention, singing ballads in duet with various other famous people.
What worked once should work again -- or so said some record executive. The
result is Reservations for Two. Here are ten torchy ballads, five of then
duets (with, 1n order of appearance, Jeffrey Osvorne, Smokey Robinson, Howard
Hewett, Kashif, and June Fointer). They are minanumbingly boringe. Production
values are wonderful -- Dionne's magnificent voice, tons of percussion and
synthesizers, But each song sounds like the one before: background music for
people who relish monotony. We remember the excitement of great Dionne Warwink
performances, Reservations for Two is not one or them,

GO On..e.t Hr iister (RCA Vietor SFL1-0161)

Conformity is a bulldozer that runs amok in pop music every decade or so, but
never more crushingly than during the late 1980s. iir Mister is a worthy graup of
competent pop musicians who sing okay songs with worthy and uplifting lyrics.
(One song is even dedicated tn the 'Pearl S. Buck Foundation! of Perkasie, PA.)
The trouble is that they sound much like any other group of competent pop
Dusicians who sing okay lyrics, etc. The beat sounds metronomio and programmed,
although lir lLiister actually claims to have a drummer (Pat Maestelotto) instead of
a drum machine. Lead vocalist Richard Page is no slouch, but he tends tn sound
like Sting on one track, David Bowie on annther, and Paul Young on another. I
didn't hate Ge® On...s Some songs, like 'Healing Waters' and 'Watching the
World', are quite good. But I couldn't help being bored by the overall sound of
this computer-assembled package. There is no excitement on this recerd, because
there are nosurprises. And 1'd blame cautious company executives, who are
afraid to take risks, for the boredom. Left to themselves, hir Kister might
become a great band.

A liomentary Lapse of Reason: Pink Floyd (CBS)

Pink Floyd seemed to disappear after the appropriatedly named Final Cut album.
Since Rcger iaters claimed the credit for that album, and then made two more
under his own name, it seemed likely that Pink-Floyd-as-we-knew-it had gone
forever. Surprising revivals are now in fashion -- first the Easybeats, then the
Loved Ones, and now Pink Floyd. Roger aters is not here, of course, but
Gilmour, Mason, and Wright are still a team, along with Produder Bob Ezrin. I
wish I could say that A liomentary Lapse of Reason is &s interesting as The

¥all, the last real Pink Floyd album., It fsn't. There is the same exhilarating
sense of doom, gloom, and apocalypse. There's the same ability to let loase
every known musical force. Pink Floyd can still startle, but now they use farce

24



ihstead of subtlety. The /all was.all surprising shifts of rhythm and sound
texture. A liomentary Lapse of Reason is too relentless to be surprising. Earlier
Pink Floyd albums had odd effeots and peculiar wusioal aberrations; they were °
funny and sardonic as well as otherworldly. Pink Floyd has got rid of the
oddities; only the grandeur is left. A pity. y

Never Let lLie Downi David Bowie (ELI America ST-240746)

For nearly twenty years David Bowie has led the rock field. No matter which
direotion the others take, they find David Bowie has been there first. Glam
rock, synth rock, even roeck-‘'n'-roll rock =- Bowie prepares'ehe sketch map that
others fill in. Suddenly, with Bowie's latest two albums, Tonight and now Never
Let lie Down, the progress has stopped. V/hy?

A few years ago Bowie has his first American Tnp Ten album for years. Let's Dance
was his first reoord for EMI America, and restarted Bowie's career. SuTe, he had
been experimenting and leading the way while still with RCA, but he had not been
selling ler ge amounts of records. Let's Dance sounded fresh and new, with its
flashy brass playing, powerful drumwork, and Stevie Ray Vaughan's brilliant
glints of guitar playing. Bowie was backs

yith Never Let iie Do2wn, Bowie is still back... where he was five years ago. The
overall sound is flashier, the brass brassier, and the guitar playing by Peter
Frampton and Sid iicGinnis even better than Vaughan's on Let's Dance, But we've
heard it before. Jhere's the hint of something new? ihy the relentless,
obsessional dance rhythms, a few decibels louder than on all the other dance
records? W“hy the crazy, world-hating lyrics? Doesn't Bowie have anything new to
say?

If you like first-class, entertaining pop music, you'll like Never Let lie Down,.
If you are a Bowie far, you'll put up with it. But if you're a watcher of
popular music as an entity, you'®ll be worried. If Bowie's stopped experimenting,
has everyone else stopped as well?

part of Fortune: Liz Story (Movus APL1-6023)

How do you describe an,exciting new performer without pinning a category on her?
And what if Liz Story fits none of the categories? .She's just Liz Story: pianist.
If you're not satisfied by that description, I can tell you what Liz

Story is note Her compositions don't sound like those by Chopin or Debussy: not
quite. But neither do they sound quite like pieces by Bill Evans. On most tracks,
she plays solo pianoes NO clues to category there. On the two tracks with orchestral
backing, fDuende' and 'Ana', the backings sound ethereal — again not quite
classical, not quite jazz. The advertisements for Liz Story's recent concert
tour (with Leo Kottke) describe her music as 'New Age'. Shudder! She's not soggy
at all, Liz Story is a brilliant pianist who writes and performs her own pieces.
If you wait for firmer categorization than that, you'll miss out on a wonderful
record.

Altiplano: Alex de Grassi (Novus APL1-6022)

Jazz has taken as many twists and turns during recent years as any other form of
popular music. The synthesizers and digital recorders are in the record studios:
what do you do with them? Pop music Khas disappeared under a tide of frenzied but
cold electronics. Jazz performers have been more careful. Alex de Grassi, for
example, has learned to use the new technology. He doesn't let it use him. He
puts it behind the music, not replacing it. On top of it he places a wonderful
array of peroussion instruments. On the title track, you forget about the
synthesizers altogether. Instead you hear a lively conversatinn between acoustio
guitar (de Grassi), piano (Clifford Carter), fretless bass (larg Egan), and
drums (Chris Parker). On five tracks, de Grassi dispenses with synthesizers,
although the performances retain a clean, perhaps too antiseptio sound. Passion
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vreaks through on some of Altiplano's performasnces. In 'Doumbek’®, my favourite
track, Zakir tiassan plays tabla and Vince Delgado plays doumbek in an exhilarating
free-for-all trio vith de Grassi. Try Alex de Grassi if you like jazz cold, dry,

and tingling.

Characters: Stevie Wonder (Kotown SPL1-0160)

Characters is one of those records I shouldn't like, but I dn. On most tracks,
The only performers other than Stevie .onder's voice are a variety of
synclaviers, Fairlights; Mopgs, and other synthesizers, all (I read in the press)
programmed by Stevie at home. It's a wonder Stevie ‘could raise the energy to
drop a human voice into the synthesizer soupe The record should have been a
disaster. What happens to sStevie lionder? He rises above it all. Not only is his
voice flexible ana.anteresting enough to keep you listenin;, but he still knows
how to-‘write goed songs. Not that he isnit above using bland filler material
(*In Your Corner! and iGalaxy Paradise!). But for each nicely forgettable
performance, he can nail your ears to the speakers, despite all those tick-tock
drums and washy synth chords: 'Dark 'n'! Lovely' is-a piece of urgent rock and
roll, coloured by that dark and lustrous tone you look for in vain in most
contemporary American musics 'Skeletons! is an urgent chant against perpetual
white racism. 'Free! is one of the richest, most melodic ballads Iive heard for
awhile. Stevie Uonder isn't doing anything new here, but he still does it better
than the éthers (who are not doing anything new, either).

Emotions Juice Newton (RCA Victor APL1-6017)

Juice Newton had the bad luck to be born 25 years too late. If she had released
this album in 1963, and 'First Time Caller' ¢s a single then, she& would have
scored hits for both the single and the album, Not so in 1988. Emotion is an
enjoyable sollection of unpretentious, tuneful, well-sung ballads. That's not
good enough for the demigods whn concoot the playlists for pop radio stations.
Hot enough disco-floor glossj no sign of high-teoh frenzy. Put Juice Newton in a
fcountry artist'. That should get rid of her. And

category somewhere, Call her a
slot, radio

so Juice Newton's recopds have bean put in the tcountry-and-wéstern!

listeners have been denied some satisfying listening, and she has missed out on

the success she deserves. Don't join the majority who will never hear this

album. Buy it and enjoy such ballads as 'First Time Caller', 'Someone Believed!,
- and 'Til You Cry'. Her version of Brenda Lee's 1961 hit 'Emotions' is a

highlight of the album.

Never Underestimate the Power of a Song:i various artists (Larrikin LRF-203)

Larrikin is an independent Sydney record company that has stayed afledt for more
than ten years despite all the difficulties of making records in Australia, The
-company has just released Never Underestimate the Power of a Song, which
provides not only a fine selection of political songs but also a sampler of
Larrikints best performers. This could also be called Larrikin's Greatest Hits.

For most of its life, Redgum was an offbeat pop-folk group whase trenchant
left-wing lyrics were more interesting than its mucic. ¥ith 'I ‘as Only
Nineteen', however, Redgum had a Number One hit throughout Australia. This bitter
story about young soldiers in the Vietnam #¥ar sounds just as punchy and bitter
as when it was released, and it begins Never Underestinste the Povwer of a Song.

Do political songs make a difference? That's what I asked myself when I saw the
title of the album. They don't o4t much ice in America, because they are not
played. In Australia songs like 'I Was Only Wineteen' and NMidnight 0il's 'Beds
Are Burning'! are played; they do become hits and influence people. For this
reason, I hop;-fhrrikin releases 'No liore Boomerang' as a -single. y/ritten by
Kath Walker, recited by liaronchy Baramba, and brilliantly arranged for keyboards
and percussion by Steve Cooney, it shows Aboriginal disillusionment with white
culture more’ effectively than a dozen political speeches. The lyrics are funny

and bitter.

26



liost of the other Larrikin performers are well known alrcady. The suocess of
Secottish-born Erio Bogle on the Australian folk scene is legendary. His two
songs are 'All the Fine Youag lien! and ‘'i/hen the Wind Blows'. Other performers
include Judy Small (a lyrical ballsd called ‘'.alls and Windows'), Tony iles,
Pat Drummond, Doug; Ashdown, Rogaer Corbett, Allan Caswell, and Nigel'Foote.

Sky Trailss Sky (Arista SFL1-0164)

Sky is one 0Of those big ideas in pop that should have crashed on taka off but
instead keeps flying after nearly ten years in the air. Some .pop musicians
wanted to form a group; nothing came of it until they were united by one of
the world's tnp olassical musicians -- John uwilliams, the guitarist. And lo and
behold! Jnhn Williams did not *'sell out' but instead imposed a surface of
classical complexity on a group of people who were basically pop musos out to
have a bit of fune

Sky Trails is really Sky's Greatest Hits == minus all the hits that were too
long to fite Even so, Sky Trails 1s more than an hour long == superb value for a
vinyl dise, and a 1ot better value than most pop CDs. Listening ta Sky Trails is
a treat, Individual Sky albums always had a few too many boring bits —- extended
ineffeotive pieces designed to show off the talents of one gr nther member of
the groupe. with all the boring bits left out, Sky Trails becomes a dazzling
colleotion of instrumental jewels, each sctting off tne others

You probably know these hits alrcady: 'Son of Hotta! (the only dud on the
album), fVivaldit!, 'El Cielo', 'Toccata!, 'Andante', and nine others. liost ¢f
them are pop musie versions of classical themes, yet the group rethinks the
original material and adds sparkle to it.

In a pop field that was moving rapidly away from instrumental music at the time
the group began, why did Sky succeed? The group's stage show is reported to be
funny and entertaininge That helps. The sound technolegy is impressive. That's
even better. But the Sky that we hear here depends very much on two talents:
John Williawms on electric guitar and Francis ilonkman on keyboardse. Both have now
left the group, so Sky Traila may be a fitting tribute to a departed group.

Calenture: The Triffids (white Hot Records L38824)

Born in back rooms, trained in pubs, the best of Australian pop groups develop
raunchy stage acts that recall the great rnck 'n' roll acts of twenty years agoa
Get them into a recording studio and even the bravest group thinks: 'imerical
Britain! Europel' The engineer pours on gallons of aural gless. The result often
sounds nothing like great Australian rook 'n' roll, but neither does it sound
quite like American or English super-technological pop. The best Australian
groups (Cnld Chisel, iiidnight 0il, Angels, Blaock Sorro.s) fail to gain a wide
audience overseas, while some odd second-raters (you add your own names to the
list) go straight te the top in America,

Wwhich is all a way of saying that the Triffids are entertaining enough on Calenture,
even brilliant on some tracks, but they sound as if they don't quite know what

they are doing here in Technolegy Ocean. This wrap-around, wall-to-wall sonic

sheen won't convince anybgdy. Take it away and you have an album of fine lyrics,
with some ('Vagabond Holes! and 'Jerdacuttup lian') verging on the inspired, and
tunes that range from the banal ('Vagabond Holes') to the lyrical ('Bury Me Deep

in Love', 'Open for You!, 'Holy lLater'!, Jerdacuttup tlan?, and 'Calenture!).

This is a highly entertaining album designed for the wrong market. Unless the
Triffids are really lucky, it will get lost in the gunk in America ar Britain,
But by adding so much sound technology, they might be seen as deserting their
lnysl Australian audience. Kayoe the Aussies will forgive tnem this time and
wait in hope for the next Iriffids release,
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Australian Aoccent: Home Rule (Larrikin LRF=214)

It's a brave record company that releases a new album of Australian bush musio,
but Lerr;kzn was never noted for its cowardioe. The bush band boom belongs tn
the mid=1970s. Then band after band *went electric’ or, worse still, bought
synth drums, What is a nice group like Home Rule doing here with a new record at
the end of the 1980s7? ;

Home Rule has a familiar enough sound —-- Bob Campbell's impeccably Australian-
Irish voice and the trin's first-olass playing of concertinas, fiddles,
harmonicasy and all the other bush instruments, One of the songs, 'The
¥ioolloomooloo Lairt, is familiar as well, but most of the others are new
diseoveries, In particular I llked 'Serssant Small', a story-song from the
Depression,

Let's face it — Home Rule has a familiar sound because there's nothing
particularly new here, It's just that Bob Campbell, Sharon Frost, and Bob Burns
are better than most, and they sound as if they are enjoying themselves. I hope
this record does well, but I think it would have done better if it had been
recorded on stage. Let's hope their next reoord is a live one.

Chalk Mark in a Rain Storms Joni Mitchell (Geffen 24172=1)
The Walking: Jane Slberrx (Duke Street/Reprise 25678-1)

Jane Siberry and Joni liitchell both come from Canada. Both are singer—
songwriters with high, wavery voices., Both write the sort of songs you nced to
read on the record sleeve before listening to the record == poetry, not Ppop.
Both ean be brilliant,.

There are two major differences between Jane Siberry and Joni Mitchell,

You've heard of Joni Kitchell, and probably have all her records. Ynu've
probably never heard af Jane Siberry. Until now, her records have been available
only in import shops.

The other diffevence? Yhen ynu hear Joni Mitchell's new record, Chalk llark in a
Rain Storm, you'll be disappointed. When you hear Jane Siberry's The Walking,
you'll scour the import shops for her earlier records.

Joni Mitohell has lest her way. She started out as a folk-style singer-
songwriter, then a jazzy singer-songwriter, and then couldn't work out what to

. do next. Drowning her voice under a tidal wave of electronio instrumentation has
hardly solved the problem. On Chalk Mark in a Rain Storm, Joni sounds as cool,
elegant, and -uninvolved as the photo or the cover. Read the lyrics on the record
sleeve and ynu wonder if this was the person who wrote tBoth Sides Nowt! and
tAnelia’s Her new reesrd is good fer playing at, parties, and it's a lnt better
than Pog Eat Dog, but it shows she hasn't found a new music path yet.

Jane Siberry's veice is not tpe different from Joni kitchellts, but Jane uses
hers as a finely tuneA instrument (as Joni did ten years.ago). Jane has written
eight extraoriinary flights thrnugh ecstasy, cnntemplaticn, and madness — and
she uses all her musical resources tn make the most nf them. liost impertantly,
Jane Siberry does not allow herself to be controlled by the synthesizers. She
modulates every note, phrase, and beat to illuminate each phrase of her songs.
The Walking is one of those rare recrods that shnw what can be done with
synthesized instruments when somebody of genius is at the cnntrol bpard.

fieloome, Jane Siberry. Now could WEA release your other records here in Australia?

Australian Rhythm and Bluess Chain (RCA Victor VPL-1-0709)

Chain's Australian Rhythm and Blues might not be the best record of the year,
but it's certalnly the most refreshing.
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I expected tne worst when I heard that Chain, a top Australian band of the early
1970s, had #ot together again. They sounded rough in the old days, and I thought
they could only have got older ond rougher. Older, maybe. Gutsier, not rougher.
The name of this album does nnt lie. Here is a heady mixture of fast and slow
blues, some owing much to older styles of American blues, and others steeped in
the Australian bar-band traditione

The Ameriocan and English blues giants have either diecd or traded in their drum
kits for synthesizerse. Even Erio Claptnn has abdicated as Gode In years to come
we nostalgic types will 1mok back at the revived Chain as the last exciting
guitar-drums-and-harmonica band. The best studio-~recorded songs include !Second
wind' and 'Harwonioa'es Gn the stage-reoorded tracks, Chain sound as if they had
never disbanded. 'Grab a Snateh' has a ferpcious urgency you won't hear on many
other records this yeare 'Slow 2,30 in the lLiorning Type Blues' is an affectionate
song of the road, combining the best of the Australian and American blues styless
The only second-rate songs are the revived Chain hits, 'Judgement? and !Black
and Blue'. But even this 'Black and Bluet, recorded on stage, sounds a lot
better than the original single.

I hope Australian Rhythm and Blues comes out on CD before I've worn out the vinyl
disc.

((*brg* (Nove 1988): It dids Larrikin now releases all its recards on CD as well
as on vinyle*))

Seen One Earth: pete Bardens (Capitol ST-240786)

The Intcrstellar Suite: Amin Bhatia (Capitel ST-746869)
lMorning Lights Stewart Dudley (Possum VPL1-6768) )
The Symphony Sessions: David Fnster (Atlantic 81799-1)
Xcept Ones hiichael Hoenig (Capitol ST-746919)

Human iInterfacei Patrick koraz (Capitol ST-240806)

How does a reviewer deal with an entirely repellent category of musie? Why do

people listen to 'New Age! music? That's all I could ask myself .s I faced this
pile of six reonrdse

The reoord esmpanies certainly believe in *New Age' music, Four of these disos
are being promoted by ElX/Capitol's new *Cinema' series. 'New Progressive Rock'®
is whwt they ocall it, perhaps because three of these performers began with 1970s

progressive rcok bands (Hoenig with Tangerine Dream, Moraz with Yes, and Bardens
with Camel).

But where is the progressiveness? Wherc is the rock and roll? Where is any trace
of the excitement in the early recnrds ef Pink Floyd or Yes?

These records are designed for insomniacs and autohypnotic subjects ('You are
getting sleepy..e I am getting sleepye.o')e If you tried to get dewn and boogie
while listening here, you'd crash to the floor in a trance. Mast of the record
sleeves feature outer-space images. The only way tg travel long distances in
space is in a deep sleep. 'New Age' music is what sends you there.

But a record reviewer should try to be fair to individuals. Here goes.

Bardens, Bhatia, Hcunig, and Loraz are computer experts who have the freedam to
compose and perform musical suites entirely on computer. ('Lonk! All hands,
mumtf) What a pity that people like Amin Bhatia show ng ocmpesing ability
whatever, Even a New Age fan will hurl The Interstellar Suite out the windows

The other computer whizzes ~—— Bardens, llrenig, and lioraz -- are competent enough,
But why do they compose background musio? ‘hy do their records @und the same?
This has to be a deliberate policy nf the record companiess As some politician
said a few years ago, where's the beef?

Pete Bardens struts his best stuff on a traock called 'In Creams', which has
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encuzh livelincss to duv played oan Fi pop radio. Patrick Lloraz shows that he has
so=e —usics) onterprise on s track called *Kyushu'.- Quirky Japanese rhythg., and
pelodies are juxtspossd sgainst standard Now Age tepocketa-tepooketa rhythms.
Lichael Heocnig, who should be ashamed of himself for most of the tracks on
Xcept One, still mansges to produce a few hauntxng tunes ('Specotral Gong' and

TESnes oo the Zeacht),

Two of thess records are by pianists — Stewart Dudley and Duv;d Foster. A piano
sounds refreshins after sguadrillions of computers.:

Foster hires vhat sounds like the entire musical population of vancouver to back
up a perforcaidce recorded in that city's Orpheum Theatre. Most of Foster's music
is as dull and bozdsstic as all those nock piano oconcertos you find in 1940s
Hollywood covies. Give the devil his due, however: 'Time Passing', ‘'Vater
Fountain', and 'Ue were So Close' are inoffensive, likable tunes, but I suggest
buying the CD so you can skip all the whomp-whnmp music¢c in betweene.

In musicai tercs (ie such can be applied to New Age music) Stewart Dudley from
Sydney is the perfercer to vatch out far. His standard fare is not much better
than the efferings fro= Hoenig and Moraz, but it's certainly no wnrse. His best
funes, 'venessa's Theze! and 'Tears for Jenny', are memorable little oases

in the desert nf nonstrous pretension.

Is all New Age nusic as lifeless, dull, and anonymous as Bhatia, Hoenig, Lioraz,
and the rest? Or rave I gat it all wrong? Is the world really thirsting for a
better type of backgrnund cusic?

Spillanei John Zorn (Elektra/Nonesuch 9=79172-1)

Nothing could be further fron New Age music than John Zorn's gspillane, but at
first glance the carxeting is the same. New Age records are sold as the
background ausic to spaced-out, trance-like, and very dull movies. Zorn has
compased the 'backgraund music! tsr three movies that nobsdy has made yet ==~
'Spillane', 'Twr-Lane Highway!, and 'Porbidden Fruit'!. The difference is that you
would want to see Zorn's novies, Action, spills, murder, pain, heartache, wild
trips = they're all here.

The other difference between Zorn and the New Age composers is that Zorn has
real musical ideas '— -thousands of them, all burbling out in an endless torrent
of surprising rhythms and unexpeoted saund-hooks. This is music to wake you up,
not put you to sleep. If the classical buffs deigned to listen, they would find
one of the best new composers .of the 1980s.

'Spillane! derives its ‘atmosphere from the 1940s police aotion thrillers, but it
has no whimpy nostalgia. The track is 25 minutes of progressive jazz combined
with exc1t1n5 keyboard music, roaring along on its own roller-coaster track.

'Two Lane Highway! is- baszcally a 22-minute guitar solo by Albert Collins, the
great blues performer who toured Australisa reecently. Collins fans would have

to buy this reonrd. An obscure voice-under suggests that this track has its own
story. Dnn't worry about the story line; just listen to the guitar.

Zorn's great coup on 'Spillane' is attracting the Kronos Quartet to play the
final!traok. 'Forbidden Fruit! is inspired by the Japanese film Kurutta
Kagitsu, but Zorn is so masterful a lateral thinker that be uses no cliohés
from Japanese music in his composition. Instead, 'Forbidden Fruit'!' is a fine
example of late twentieth-century string-quartet playing -- wild glissandi‘
rushing over and under each other, bumping into each other, with the turntable
occasionally spun baokwards and forwards to add punctuation,

WEA must be tearing iss hair out over this record. How do you market a dise that
combines jazz, blues guitar, and a modern classical string quartet? The answer:
trust the audience, People who love muslo, not just musical oategories, will

relish Spillane,
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Something of Valuei Eric Bogle (Larrikin LRF=220)

A new record from iric Bogle is one of those annual events you look forward to.
You know what you will get -- Lumane lyrics, sweet tunes, and a bit of humour
thrown in when it's least expected. Australia's most accomplished folk
musicians, such as Louis hkichiunus, John idunro, and John Schumann, gravita<e
tovards an Eric Bogle album. The best people work with the best.

Yet with the faintest sigh of disappointment I must report that Something of
Value is a bit too mush of Bogle-the-Australian-folk-prophet and™hot enough of
Bogté—the—:ad-prophet.

Not that I could fault Bogle's musioianship and vocal style. They remain as
impeccable as ever. The lyrics are iaeslogically sound, and sometimes quite
moving. 'Poor Bugser Charlie' is an acid comment on -~ you guessed it ==
Aboriginal deaths in custody. ‘'Rosie! is a tribute to a little girl who has
cerebral palsy. 'Harry's vife! sums up the situation of the middle-aged deserted
wife in our society better than thrce mountains of government reports ever could
dos

But whut about lir Bogle? What is the state of the poet? .hat I remember most
clearly from his first few albums are his heartrending songs about his own
position as a sclitary man in an indifferent society. liaybe Eric Bogle is now a
happier man, and has less to tell us about himself. A pity for the listener.
The sources of his greatest inspiration were persenal, not national or
international. Tvwo songsy 'A Change in the lLeather' and 'Across the Hills of
Home', remind us of the¢ majestic Eric Bogle, but even these sound scmehow
official, written for the nccasione.

If Something nf Value is not one of Eric Bogle's greatest albums, it doesn't
natter, There is always the next one tn look fnrward to. After you've vorn out
this one, of course.

Starfish: The Church (hushroom RIiL-53266)

By now you've probably hecard that Starfish sucoceeded on the Ameriocan pop album
charts, and has been equally successful 1n iustralia. After ten years of
constant hard work, the Churoh have Arrived.

But .hy with this album, which is perhaps the dullest they have recorded?

Why not with 'The Unguarded Lioment!, that great Australian seng from their first
album? why didn't America acclaim the Church for their intense second albunm,

The Blurred Crusade?

It's all a matter of legistics, salesoanship, and waiting and touring long
enough. kewards far endurance. Thé trouble is that on Starfish Steve Kilbey

and the crew sound as if they have been on the road every minute of those ten
years. There is hardly o good tune to be heard. Lots of noise is applied to
tired old pop ideas. And reverberation and amplification drewn the lot. ihere's
the excitement?

Perhaps the world audience doesn't want excitement. Perhaps they want a wash of
sound instead of a torrent of music. Perhaps. Liy guess is that the audience for
the Church has been building up inexorably since their first two albums, Now the
word gets around.that Starfish is the record to buy. But lots of people whn

buy it will no longer be Church fans after they've heard it. A pity.

Romeo at Juilliard: Don Dixon (Liberation LIB=5134).

Don Dixon has been called 'America's answer to Nick Lowe! by at least one
reviewer. Nonsense. Nick Lowe has an airy, off-the-cuff style, while Dixon's
voice is much darker and more lugubrious. Dixon doesn?t bear comparisen with any
current pop performers. He fits no categories,
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The other maveriok singers of the 1980s seem to be refugees (roq the 1960s. Don
Dixon seems to be the very first refugee froom the late 1970s. His style owes
muah to Boz Scaggs and the other grunt-and—yall blue-eyed soul people from 1977

and 1978.

His singing style, that is. On the few tracks where you ean understand the
1yri®s, you get the impression that Dixon is making fun of himself and pop
musio. This might be why he has been compared with the iconoolastio NMick Lowe.
Or perhaps it's because On one snong on Romen.at Juilliard, *February Ingenue',
he actually spunds like Niock Lowe. 5 o

This album has some wonderful surprises, particularly the brilliant jazz
arrangement of 'Cool' (from West Side Story) and a song called ‘'Jean Harlow's
Return's But there are not enough surprises. Don Dixon hasn't.found his true
style yet. \lhen he doesy; he could have a very suocessful ocareer.

Risingt: Janette Geri (Art and Graft AAG-003)

Please forgive thc naivety, but I find it just a bit awe-imspiring to listen to
a record that was made in the heart of suburban Glenhuntly but which can only be
compared with the best efforts of Kate Wnlff, Joni Mitchell, Judith Collins, end
Bruew -Cookburn, * ;

Yes, I know Australian recording techniques have been of world quality since
the &arly 1970s. Yes, I know one shouldn't. praise a local artist just because
she might possibly live in the same suburb as.the. reviewer, But when I

remember the 1960s' recording techniques of UG and Festival, and shudder, and
the endless eiforts by Australian singers in the 1970s te catoh the tail of
trends that hté Jjust-finished overseas,.and shudder, I'm more and more impressed
by Janette Geri's Rising.

Janette Geri has a clear, penetrating voice that sails right ovcr the
difficulties in any song. Her musicians (Ricke Cooke, Adrian Drake, Ron Peers, Carl
Holroyd, David Carlos, Rob Judd, Sue Post, and Glen Dunkling) know how to do a
star turn, then get out of the way of the flow of a song. Delicious strands of
individual sound a'e woven together into long skeins of melody. Geri's lyriecs
tend towards the ethereal and uplifting ('El cielo', 'Song for the Singer', and
suchlike), but are brought down to earth by solid solos from such people as
Carlos or Peers.

And, to my great satisfaction, there are no.bloody synthesizers!

Not that Rising is entirely free from that dreaded Australian disease, she'll-be-
rightisme Art and Graft Records, which I presume is a small outfit, has

sorimped on the covere It's in shades of grey on.poor paper stock. It's no

good getting the sound right if the shops don't dsplay the records

The Innocentss Erasure (Lute VPL-1-8775)

Luch as I keep hoping that the collected pop groups of the world will take out
their synthesizers and burp them in the middle'of Hyde Hark, I know it won't
happen until redord-buyers become sick of computer-generated sounds. When the
backipg: sound for eacb group _.is . just like the sound for every other group,
all the reviewer can do is cringe and go back to his Chuck. Berry collection.

vhat!s new, what's different, about Erasure? What can possibly distinguish them
from umpteen thousand other groups that litter the play lists of &X¥ and the
FOX? In the case of Erasure, it's the voices of Vince Clarke. and Andy Eell.
They can actually carry a tune without apologizing for it. On a few songs, such
as 'A Little Respect!,’they sound rousing. gefreshing, even, especially as
their voices are trying tn beat off.what sound like tne.combined battalions

of three million synthesizers.

If Clarke and Bell have a weakness, it's for recording songs that are not as
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tuneful as 'A Little itespcct'. lo song on Th¢ Innocents is outright bad, but
only 'Meart of sStone! and '.itch in thc Ditch' have the same excitemeuat. Another
piece, 'Sixty~Five Thousand', is a computerized instrumental., Big dance soundst
quite witty. And I liked it. what's happening to me? Have I beaen listening tn
Erasure too long?

Up from DSéwn Under: Tommy Emmanuel ‘(Artful Balanoce ABC=1009)
5-4=3-2=13 RNb E.G. (The Festival File, Volume 3) (Festival L-19003)
Teenage Loves iiarren Villiams (The Festival File, Volume 4) (Festival L-19004)

For years Tommy Emmanuel has been Australia's most successful session musiciane
He has worked on many of the most famous Australian pop and country albums, and
in 1987 he was voted Australia's Best Guitarist by the readers of Juke magazine.

Yet until Up from Down Under was released, I hadn't heard of Tomny Emmanuele
That shows a lot about the current devaluation of guitarists in the pop musio
industry. Now the balance is restored. Tocmy Lumanuel is one of the world's
most skilled and satisfying guitarists, Up from Down Under shows this clearly.
vill this recnrd make him a household word? I doubt ite

By releasing Tommy Emmanuel on Artful Balance label, E}I is marketing

hiw ... . as a New Age nusician, It's true that Tommy Emmanuel can concoct as
smonthly delectable a sound as any of the more famous New Age pesple, suoch as
Kitars. However, this recerd hints that he can deliver much more. Tommy

Emmanuel's playing has a precise strength that you don't assooiate with New Age
music. You find this in his breezy version of 'Lady liadonna! —- a toe-tapping track
that would have been a Top Ten hit in more enlightened times. You find it in

the slower '‘Initiation', in which the guitar line blends with rhythms based on
Aboriginal percussion instrumentse.

Only when you have played the record several times do you realize that it
features almost no synthesizers or extra instruments. Tomny Eamanuel uses multi-
tracking to create his effects, most magically on his version of the Beatles!
'tiichellet.

.

Up from Down Under escapes its New Age category. Buy it if you like fine
gultar musics

Robie Forter is the producer of Up from Down Under. Robie who? In 1962 he had
the No. 2 single in Australia with 'Si cenor'e At that time his performing name
was Rob E.G. All he did was play slide Hawaiian guitar. ifith the aid of a few
voice-over gimmicks and a small rhythm section, Rob E.G. created one hit after
another in the early 1960se They included 'S5 Days at Peking! (a film theme that
became a No. 1 hit in 1963), 'S-4-3-2-1-Zero!' (silly alien voices accompanied

by some dextrous guitar playing), and 'Jezebel', When the hits stopped aoming,
he became Robie Forter, a successful singer and reoord producer.

\ihy should I remind you of all this? Because, for the first time ever, all of
Rob E«Ge's hits are on one album. It's called 5-4-3-2-1; and it's the third
volume of 'The Festival Filet! -- Festival's admirable attempt to put back on
vinyl tHe great Australian hits of the early 1960s. why should the racks be
'stacked with records by Gene Pitney, Little Richard, and Chuck Berry, when ve
can't find records nf our own past? i '

I bought Volume 4 of 'The Festival File' — ,arren .illiams' Teenage Love -= as
soon as I saw it for sale. Nane of this'waiting around for a review copy! ‘But’
am I the only persnn in Australia whn remembers Warren Williams? His was
probably the most freakish success stdry in rack 'n! roll history. His three
greatest hits, 'A Star Fell from Heaven?!, 'Girls vere iiade to Lave and Kiss!,
and 'Speak to ife of Love', were revivals of tenor favourites from the 1930s.
williems never pretended to be anything but a choirboy tenor. ¥ith a rock and
roll band as backing, he sounded a bit like Roy Orbison or Gene Pitnéy, and
that's probably why he succeededs Today he wouldn't suceceed. He wouldn't fit
any of the categories that radio programmers use. But in 1962 the disc jockeys
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~___ mdavad nig records, and they sold very well, and the rest is history.

The first batch of 'The Festival File' also includes 'best of' albums by Ngele:n
Batley, Dig Rlohards, the DeKroo Brothers, Ray Hoff and the offbeats,.Rayt ro:nd
and the Whispers, Johnny Young and Kompany, karty Rhone and the Soul Agents,
Ross D. iylie,

Umpteen congratulations to Festival Records for releasing these records. But
where is the second.greatest of them all (after Johnny O'Keefe) -~ Lonnie Lee?

Green Thoughts: Smithereens.(Liberation LIB-5136)

. Although pop music hased on the English mpodel seems tn have settled down into
one orthodoxy —- tortured voices plus tortured synthesizers =- American pop
musio.seems to have divided intma twn orthodoxiess One is the English model. The
other is the \lest Coast model; as exemplified by the Smithereens —-— tortured
Vvoices olus tortured guitars and drums. This is an old-fashioned rook and roll
band £hat solnaZ like an English New.Wave 9énd. In Australia REM is currently
the best-known band of this type. The Smithereens don't seem to be famous here
yoeto

Overseas reviews Af Green Thoﬁghhs have emphasized the Smithereéns' doleful
lyrios: lines like 'I think that, 1'd rather be dead than to be this lonely".
There must be.something missing in my ear cavities, for I couldn't understand a
single line of the lyrics..If you also have this advantage, you will find that
the Smithereens play upbeat, smasheyour-head-against-the-wall music, and that
most of the songs sound the same. The playing of drums and guitars is quite
gond, but the songs are not. ‘Especislly for You! is the only outstending track.
Maybe if I could understand the lyrics, I would like the album. :

Shake Some Aofion: Flamin' Groovies (Aim 1017)

The Flamin! Groovies have remained famous and well respected for nearly twenty
years, although they have never had a hit and most of their albums are out ef
print. In 1976 they recorded Shake Some Action, which has just been re-released
in Australia. This album faithfully reproduces the best and the worst of what
was, even in 1976, a lost golden age -- the 1960s! lerseybeat era of pop music.

The oddness of this album is that it hasn't dated in twelve years beoause it was
acaurately outdated even when it was recorded. Shake Some Aatioq ranges from the
painfully awful HMersey .sound of 'Yes It's True' to the awesome recreation of the
early Rolling Stones sound in 'She Said Yeah' to 'St Louis Blues' the way the
Byrds might have played it. . .

It might have soupded like a good idea at the time .for the Flamin' Groovies to
make themselves into a living museum, but they disappear in the process. Their
producer is Dave Edmunds, and the most 1970s-sounding tracks on. the album, such
as fDon't You Lie to ke’, sound 1ike offouts from a Dave Edmunds album. '

Shake Some Aotion is an odd_and interesting album, because its analyses of 1960s
musicel styles tell: you more about those styles than listening to the eriginals.
But where are the Flamin' Groovies in all this?

Cressroadst Eric Clapton (Polydor 835~261) (6 records or 4 CDs or 4 cassettes)

Bob Dylan did it; Bruce Springsteen did it. Xow Eric.Clepton's done it. This
time it matters, £
Erio Clapton is the third major performer of the 19605'and 1970s to submit to a
multi-record/CD/oassette retrospuotive boxed set of his songs. This time the

boxed set is necessary.
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Dylan's Biopraph featured a lot of unusual and previously unrcleased songs, but
not in chronological order. Springsteen's Live 1975-85 was a disappointoent for
fans who had been waiting for all thosc legendary stage performances of songs
he's never recorded in the studio.

Clapton's Crossrpads gets it right, setting high standards of discagraphy. Not
only are all the performances presented in chronolangical order of recording but
most of them have never been available before on record, or only frnm obscure
souroes. Here is Clapton's work vith the yardbirds, John kayall, Cream, Blind
Faith, Delaney and Bonnie, Derek and the Domin , and his 1970s and 1980s bands.
llost impmrtantly, here are the seven tracks from the never-completed second
Derek and the Dominoes album. For these, the $90 package is worth buying.

crossroads 1s so richly useful that it stimulates endless speculations about
Clapton's careers The official legend abnut Clapton is that he was the shy

genius of the guitar who licked hetroin addiction and went on to be healthy,
wealthy, and well liked. The truth, as shown here, is that Clapton is a hard=
nosed operator who has consistently crippled his genius and sacked bands in order
tn keep his career rnlling. Crcam, Delaney and Bonny and Friends, and Derek and
the Dominoes broke up when Clapton saw them as career dead ends. In the last ten
years -- as the last CD in this set shows ~- Clapton has suppressed his.innate
musieality in nrder to generate Top Forty hits.

But genius keeps breaking through. Crossroads leaves out most of the boring hit
songs and conocentrates on those moments when Eric Clapton plays blues guitar. He
can't leave the hard stuff alone. Wonderful things like 'Ramblin' on my iiind’',
'Have You Ever Loved a VWoman', both slow and fast versions of 'Crossroads?, and
'Snake Lake Blues' are here. A rich mixture. .

The only performances oonspiouously missing from Crossrnads are Clapton's
appearances on nther people's albums, After all, his best performances include
second guitarist on Stephen Stills' ‘Come Back Home!, uncredited guitarist on
Jackie Lomax's 'Sour liilk Sea', and lead guitarist on the cdge of Darkness album.
Surely they are all excuse enough for another six-record/four-CD package.
Plcase? Soon?

Guitarist: Christopher Wood (Red Hill Wusic RHU-CWG-001)
Taz2ad: Tazzad (Jarra Hill JHR-2006)

hustralia has become a hotbed of new and original musical talent, although you
would never guess it from listening to the radio. The small record companies are
betting tneir shirts on new performers, such &s Christogher iood and Tazzad.
Should they bother? No, say the radio and TV stations; ve only want the ald or

the boring. iielbourne Report readers will just have to seek out the new musie
for themselves.,

Christopher VWcod's Guitarist album fits no categoriese No wonder the radic
stations erennnot interested. wWood plays a solo classiocal guitar, but his musio
is neither elassical, jazz, nor pop. A few tracks on Side 1 remind me of John
lcLaughlin's best work, but only because of their speed and brilliance. Wood
avoids jazz ehords. The best tracks, with confusing names such as 'Long karch:
Druid Dreaming' and 'Raga 5: "Joy"!, owe much to flamenco chords and rhythns,
yet they do not sound Spanish (or Celtio or Indian). The quiet tunes, such as
'8ong of Hope'!', could be called classical or pop, but they are neither,

Christopher iood is a refreshingly original performer-writer, whose nevw record
‘will give lasting pleasure to fanciers of all kinds of guitar music.

(Distribution might be patchy; write to Red Hill lMusie, PO Box 36, Red Hill
South, Vic. 3937.)

Since the 1960s, artists such as Yehudi Wenunin and Ravi Shankar have tried to
blend the Indian and liestern classical traditions of musics The results have

usually sounded more Indian than classical, but not satisfaotory as either.
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Tazzad, the work of a strikingly original Australian group, forges a new union
between Indian and JWestern musio. Tazzad -- Davood Tabrizi, Davendran Gopolasamy,
and Ram.Chandra Suman -~ play eight instruments, mostly of Indian origin. The
four compositions on this record sound as much tiestern as Indian, but there are
no compromises. Indeed, on 'Bush to the City' a wide range of contemporary
peroussion effeots are linked to the underlying classical sound.

I find the concept of Tazzad so original and refreshing that I'm almost ashamed
to note any fault in it. But the mcmbers of the group still sound a bit
tentative, especially on Side 2. They're not quite sure that Australia can stand
excessive brilliance during its Bicentennial year, Don't be so polite, fellas.
Go wild next time. Blow our ears apartl

(If you can't find Tazzad in the shops, write to Jarra Hill Re6ards, PO Box 162,
Paddington, NSuU 2021.

Good Thing He can't Read Ly Mind: Christine Lavin (Larrikin LRF=-22h)

1 feel like whingeing at radio stations yet again. If Christine Lavin's Good

Thing He Can't Read i;y Mind had appeared in the late 1960s or early 1970s, radio
stations would have played it until it became a hit album. Come theo late 1980s,

all stations except the ABC's 3LO ignore this wonderful and very accessible recorde
The big stores don't even stock it in their pop bins.

\Vhy should a great singer-songwriter like Christine Lavin be forced to languish
while radin emits waves of boredom? Because observant, tart, subtle, funny
lyrics are no longer valued. (Perhaps that's why Joni Liitchell stopped writing
observant, tart, etcetera lyrics.) Because acoustic music is no longer valued.
Because wise, funny people are no longer valued. If humour has become a weapon
of violence against listeners, Lavin pleads no contest.

And yet Lavin's observant songs are entirely contemporary. It's an emotional
wasteland out there, and she's seen it alle 'Good Thing He Can't Read Iiy Mind'
is about a modern woman with firm opinionsy all of which she abandons when she
falls in love. ('I do not like sushi / but he loves sushi / and I love him.')
This love affair can't last, but she is working so hard at ite.

In 'Ain't Love Grand' Christine Lavin observes an old lady riding the subway.
Seated opposite a kissing couple, the old lady sings: 'Oh ain't love grand /
almost makes me. wish when I was young / I'd had the patience to put up with a
man's A life's tragedy (or triumph?) in one song.

Lavin sings of joy as well.as sorrow, 'Bumblebees! is a delicious confessional
séng about a woman who actually meets the man of her dreams. He's no macho
madman. 'You are so shy, so soft spoken / for a man so very young / you are so
very wise / but you are probably just as sared as I am?,

Since Christine Lavin is out there somewhere, and she knows all these things,
there is hope for the rest of us. But if you listened to commereial radio, would
you ever know about her?

Talk Is Cheap: Keith Riohards (Virgin 7-90973-2)

Wihy should we pay attention to an ageing rock star who can't sing very well and,
to judge from his first record, is not very good at writing songs? Because the
ageing rock .star is Keith Richards, sometime anchorperson of the Rolling Stones,
and because attention must be paid when he releases his first sole album,

To some of us, the effective breakup (or breakdown) of the Rolling Stones is a
mournful event. After the funeral, ve get to inspect bits of the body. Although
neither orities nor reoord-buyers agree with me, I found Mick Jagger's Primitive
Cool to be one of the great pop albums of the 1980s. Charlie iatts' jazz big-band
albup was brilliante Ron ond and Bill .jman have each produced three enjoyable
solo albums, They don't need the Stones. Does Keith? :
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The trouble ‘with Rolling Stones albums of the last decade has been the declining
guality of the songs themselves. Keith Richards oan no longer write & good tune,
as his new record shows clearly. But Keith cen inspire other uusioians. He’
believes in his own musical vision so completely that somehow Talk Is Cheag
works., People like Steve Jordan (drums) and waddy Wachtel (gui¥t&T) Joim Keith

in one long pnwerful jam session. Here is all the dark fire of the great Rolling
Stones albums, without the classic tunes.

tiith luck, Keith and liick will patoh up their quarrel -- Keith needs some Liiok
Jagger songs for his next album,

SHORT NOTICES

The record companies held up many long-announced items until Christmase A few of
the best:

The Traveling V/ilburys, Vol. 1 (Wilbury 9-25796-2)

Brisk, tuneful entertainment from (so far) the most super supergroup .of them
alle But why ale three-fifths of the group (Bob Dylan, Tom Petty, and Roy
¢rbison) made to sound like clones of the other two-fifths (George Harrison and
Jeff Lynne)? And with Roy Orbison dead, can there be a Volume 2?2

American Drecam: Crosby, Stills, Nesh and Young (Atlantic 7-81888-2)

It's not every group that waits eighteen years between releases, Play the first
few traoks and you wonder if Americen Dream were worth the waite Suddenly Neil
Young steps on stage ('This 0ld idouse') and the album comes to lifes The other
Neil Young songs give backbone to smerican Drean. David Crosby proves he is both
detoxifiied and resurreoted with twn powerful songs ('Nighttime for the Generals!®
and 'Compass'). 'Saldiers of Peace' is the ultimate Graham Nash songs An exuberant
album, pccasionally achieving greatness, .

tand of Dreams: Randy Newman (Reprise 925-773-2)

With such malign masterpieces as *'Roll with the Punches! and ‘l.asterman and
Baby J', Randy proves that he is still grouchy after all these years. The tone
is sweetened by the first two songs, autobiographical skqtohes accompanied by
l'ark Knopfler's guitar. 'It's lioney That Matters' is the hit song. It's only.
when you listen to all the words that you realize it's downbeat, not upbeat,
Brilliant lyrics and vintage Randy Newman tunes.

One Fair Summer Evening: Nanci Griffith (MCA KCAD-42255)

Nanci Griffith has the sexiest, swectest, mest perfeotly pitched volce in

sountry musice She also has the thickest Texas accent you've heard, but this is
obvious only when she introduces the songs.on One Fair Summer Evening. ilearly an
hour's concert perforuwance is on this record; wonderful full-bodied songs,

mainly wpitten by Nanci; and a small group that knows how to stay in the background.

Bob Lylan (CBS 462835-2)

EEE:D&lanls first album, finally released on CD, for a mere §11.95! Proof that
Bob was .always brilliant, even before he wrote 'Blowing in the Wind'e Proof that
even CBS is starting to respond to what CD buyers want -- prices we oan afford
when replacing the record colleotion with CDse.

Rattle and Huma U2 , (Island TVD-93285-6)

Whether you buy this on CD, cussette, or 2 LPs, it's stlll 73 minutes of
unpredictable music, Usually I don't like U2's blockbuster .taotics, but that's
becsuse their tunes are less than subtle, Faced with somebody else's songs
(Beatles! 'Helter Skelter!, liendrix's 'All Along the Liatchtower!), U2 rise to
the occasion. They are also good with offbeat arrangements of their own songs
('I still Haven't Found ivhat I'm Looking For! with the New Voices of Freedom;
'When Love Comes to Town?' with B. B. hing)e Concert recording quality is
excellent., I must see the film some tiume,

lelissa Etheridge (Island TVD-93290)

lielissa's gutsy, bluesy voice. bassionate lyrics, (reat tunes. And a rock and
roll band, featuring (laddy VWachtel, that avoids cliches and synthesizerse
Surprise New Performer of the Year,
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These are two of the three columns I've written so far for The Uelbourne Arts:
Centre Lisgazine. The aim of writing these reviews, apart from earning. some pocket

money, was to attraot hundreds of.CDs for review. This aim did not succeed.

REVIEVS OF
CLASSICAL RECORDS

Philharmonia Orchestra, conducted by Giuseppe Sinopolii
kahler: Symphony No. 2 in C Liinor (Resurrectionzi Songs of a ﬂalfareri Six
Early Songs (Deutsche Grammophon, 2 CDst 4#15-959~2). Symphony No. 5 (DG CDi
415-476~-2)« Symphony Nn. 63 ‘'Adagio!' from Symphony No. 10 (DG, 2 CDs3»
423-082-2)e

In the history of recorded music, no phenomenon is more puzzling (or more
substantial) than .the continued popularity of Gustav lLiahler's symphonies. There
they stand, ten great craggy mountains of music ~- eleven if you count The Song
of the Earth =- scarcely apprOachable and almost unclimbuble, except for the
First and the Fourth. Yet the wnrld's best conductors and orchestras keep battling
to conquer them, and record-buyers leap an the new versions. \thy?

ltahler'ssymphonies remain popular, I believe, precisely because they are
unapprnachable — but also because they me highly listenable. Each epic contains
such a wide variety of musical experience that both performers ‘arid .listeners take
away something new frnm each performance. -There are no correct interpretations
here, only new ones.

The newest and mast 'exciting cycle of Mahler sywphonies is being recorded by
Giuseppe Sinopoli and the Philharmonia Orchestra. Don't throw away your Tednstedts,
Inbals, Soltis, Chaillys, and the others =~ but listen to sxnopoll's versions of
Nos. 2, 5, and 6. .

My darkest kahler blind spot has always been his Symphony No. 5. Of course I

know and love the fourth movement, the Adagietto (better known & the theme from
Death in Venice). But I've never made any sense of the first three movements —-
until I heard Sinopoli's version. Other versions bury them under giant orchestral
rugs, hiding the music rather than revealing it. Sinopoli lets us hear the
structure of the first three movements, analysing them and showing just where

the structural connections are. Paraodoxically, tha more remorselessly he
analyses, the better he reveals the physical luxuriousness of the music. For the
first time I can enjoy this symphony as a complete experience.

Wihere has Sinopoli ‘succeeded whera others have failed? For a start, he's a great
and energetio ‘conductor, as was revealed first in his recordings of opera. He
demands extreme precision of expression as well as vivid sensuousness frem his
orchestras and soloists. .

He has a great support team. To judge from this Mahler oycle, Deutsche
Grammophon's iolfgang Stengel and Klaus Hiemann must be the best recording
engineers in the world. They have finally got the measure of digital soundj

they can pick out instrumental details inside giant soundscapes without making
the music sound grotesque. At last they have created music worthy of the compact
disc medium.

And Sinopoli,er his record company have fbund mir culously resonant recording
venuess All Saints Church, Tooting, for the Fifth, and Latford Town Hall,
London, for the Second and Sixth. If only we had such venues in Australia.

Sinopoli's Hahler cyocle is unmissable. “ :
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Acadany of st—uartin-in-the-~Fields, conducted by Meville liarriner (Karita Mattilas
soprann)s Villa Loboss: Bachianas Brusileiras No. 5, aria;j satiei Gymnopedie
Nose 1 and 3, etc. (Philips CDi: 420=155~2)

Galleria CDs (Deutsche Grammophon);j Studio and Resonance CDs (EMI); ovation CDs
(Decca).

Sir Thomas Beecham used to call them 'l}zdlipops' but performed them with as much
zest as he played the majnr syomphonkes. Llany artists still ocall them ‘encores’,
and use them as such in their onncertse. Like many listeners, I regard them as
fillers between important wnrks. They are the shart classics, the tunes that
become all too familiar yet never go awaye.

But why do perfnrmers as distinguished as Sir Neville Larriner and the Acadeny
of St-iiartin-in-the-Fields record an entire compact disc of small pieces? The
obvious answer is that they need the money., But that answer (inaccurate as it
probably is) implies there is an assured market for such a disc. Why?

The answer lies in the programming of llarrinar's new diso. Here are 1988's
favourites, not thnse of the 1950s. They include the soprano aria from Villa
Lobos' Bachianas Brasileiras No. S, a majestic and haunting melody that has become
popular without having been used as a film theme; two nf Satie's Uynmnopedie
pieces, which first achieved fame as themes in French films; and Barber's Adagio
for Strings, a searing polyphonic string symphony that is only rivalled by some

nf Vaughan Williamst! finest effnrts. (One of them, the Fantasia on Greensleeves,
is also on this record.) Short titbits include two sections from walton's Facade
suite and a movement from Britten's Simple Symphonye.

This CD is a good way to begin a collectien, especially as it concentrates on
jelodic twentieth-century music. If this disc has any failing, it is its
smoothness and sweetness. These pieces are just a bit too euSy on the ear.
There are, I suggest, even better ways to begin a CD collectirn.

In recent months EiiI has issued two lines (Studio and Resonances) of $20 CDs, all
of great performances from the past. Decca has issued its Ovation discs and
Deutsche Grammophon has its Galleria line. Rather than buying CDs of small
selections from great works, buy the great works themselves. For instance, nany
of the classic Karajan performances have suddenly been rereleased within a few
nonths of each other. DG has the 1970s set of Karajan performances of the
Beethoven symphonics. (No. 3, the Zroica, is the best of them so far.) EMI,

also reviving Karajan performances from the 1960s and 1970s, has just released

on CD one of his greatest performances: the hcroic account of Beethoven's

Triple Concerto, with Rostropovich, Richter, and Oistrakh as soleists.

Buy samplers if you enjoy them -= but it would be cheaper in the long run to buy
classic performances on the new midprice CD range.
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. THE °*MELBOURNE REPORTI®
BOOK REVIEWS

Flies of a Summer: Peter Kocan (Angus & . Robertsonj 317.95)

Peter Koomn is well knowvn in Australia for his troubled past life, his poetry,
and two novels, The Treatment and The Cure (New South Wales Premier's Award
1983), Kocan's success an irc stiflingly limited world of Australian letters
will obscure the faot that Flies of a Summer, his third novel, is a standard
science fiction novel for young adults. ITf he had published this book with one
of the major US scienoe fiction houses, he would have made a lot more money than
he ean ever make in Australia, and he might have found an audience sympathetic
to his achievemente

Flies of a Summer is a deceptively simple story about a group of children
growing up in a special kind of' captivity. In some far-future era, the liargai,
their masters, are a race that have taken over Earth, enslaved its people, and
wiped out all traces.of our own era. Human children are kept on,rural
settlements. Their parents are.taken away wherd the children are young, ahd they
are kept on the settlement only long enough to reaoh puberty and produce a new
crop of children,

Kocan's world is one in which the masters, the liargai, enslave through brutality
and ignorance. The children, it seems, can never Ureak an t.:.o0-old pattern
because they have no history or legends. Flies of a Summor is about one
generation who tries to break free from the masters.

A1l . this has been done before many times in science fiction. Kocan has the
advantage of talking to an audience largely unfamiliar with that genre. Also he
gives his child characters a constant véin of good humour that brings them to
life and prevents them from being merely parts of an adventure storys. The Margai
right have the strength, but most of them are stupider than Rambo. They rely on
time=honoured methods to rule the settlement. One child, Rowan, works out a
method of tricking the ilargai, but the mechanisms of oppression are so powerful
that his plans nearly faile. The author does not underestimate the frailty of
either the largai or the children, the 'flies of a summer'.

Kocan has no villain in this novel except history, or the lack of it. Take away
all knowledge of the past and you deprive an eatire world of the pover to aot in
the future. Heroism oomes from asserting basio, unquenchable human qualities -=
love, sex, aggression, co-operation, competition. But without a superstructure
of thought around which to wrap these human qualities, heroism remains neive.
Hence the naive quality of the book, which makes me think it should be entered
for the Australian Children's Book of the Year Award. Teenagers would understand
Kncan's insights better than many adult literary readers.

It is possible thet Kocan intends the book to be an allegory. Obviously he is
making some comparisgn with the debilitated position of Australia's Aboriginal
people in the years since 1788. Less pbviously, he is showing how all
Australians, black and white, could become merely the historyless pawns of
foreign powermongers during the twenty-first century., If either allegery is
intended, the ending of Flies' of a Summer seems too optimistiec to me,

The Baltic Businessi Peter Corris (Penguin; 48.95)

I must have been the last person in Australia not to have read a Peter Corris
novel before I gave myself a treat by slipping into The Baltic Business.

I always approved of the idea of Feter Corris, At last Australia had an author
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making a success of genre fiction; in his cese, mystery fiction. Australia has
rarely had successful genre writers, cxcept in children's fiction. The result
has becen a literature top-heasvy in pretension and low in staying power. Not only
do the steady-selling genres, such as detective, western, romance, and science
fiction, provide the money to support American and British fiction in general,
but they provide the books that people actually read. In Australia we have leng
had the tradition of reading Australian bonks only when we want semething that
is good for use. Books for light pleasure inevitably come from overseas.

Peter Corris's sucoess has changed the situation, however temporarilye. Perhaps
for the first time since Upfield's 'Bony' books, mystery stories written in
Australia sound like goed readinge Now we wait for Corris's successors sn that
a real Australian mystery genre will continue.

The Baltic Business is a spy story rather than a standard detective mystery. Ray
Crawley appeared first in the ABC's television mini-series Pokerface. Played by
Bruno Lawrence, Crawley was a wonderfully crumpled and down~and-out spy, racked
by perennial sins and a rooky marriage, forever on the brink of getting the
boot.

Reinstated in The Baltic Business, Crawley finds himself warned off a case Jjust
as it becomes interesting. The interest, in this case, is in Irina Gilbus, the
feisty but single-minded daughter of the Lithuanian leader of a ferocinusly
anti-Communist organization called Nations in Chainse. Obvious guestions spring
up. Are these people Nazis? If so, are they training people to go back to
Lithuania to fight the Communist government there? If so, why are Crawley and
his sidekick, Hueck, warned aff the case? \lhose thugs belt the backsides nff them
every timec they get near the answers to their questions?

I must report that I did guess the cending, and I was a bit disappointed by the
tone of casual violence and easy sex that seemed imported from American genre
novels. But this mattered little, because Corris was able to evoke a suoburban
Melbourne peopled by ferocious European patriots living in quiet bungalows and
hideaway apartments. A kernel of genuine passion lies at the heart of The Baltic
Business. This grim undertone, plus Corris's ability to tell an action story,
makes this one of the most refreshing Australian novels of 1988,

The Sea and Summer: George Turner (Faber & Faberj $29.95)

The Sea and Summer is the best Australiah novel of 1987. So far, it has als»s
been one of the most ignored Australian novels of 1987. Distribution problems
have stopped it dead in its tracks, (Faber & Faber published it in Englandj
Penguin is Faber's local distributor.) Reviewers have igneored it. Newspapers
have conspicuously failed to print large slabs of it in their weekend
sWpplementse YWhy?

In The Sea and Summer, George Turner chooses to tell the truth as he sees it
about the future of Australia. To think seriously about the future in this
country is almost treason. liorse, Turner paints an accurate and uncomfortable
future for ns all. Deep in our hearts we still believe we're the lucky country;
Turner says we're wrnng.

The Sea and Summer is not a tract. It's a fast-paced entertaining thriller of a
novel, Perhaps that's the real reason why it's been ignored, Entertaining
Australian nnvels have been rare recently. The Sea and Summer is the sort of
novel you finish in & night, although it's 318 peges long, and then ga looking
for more of Turner's books. g A

The Sea and Summer tells what happens when all the compacted feoal matter
finelly hits o very big fan. The Greenhouse Effect can be seen in actionj Port
Phillip Bay is gradually invading the lower reaches of lielbourne, iassive
weather variability causes constant worldwide crop failures. Nobody is rich
anymore, although some people like to think they are. Lielbourne has 90 per cent
unemployment. The unenployed are paoked into giant tower dlocks in the western
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tlie tover blocks are

suburbse Services and police protection have disappeared;
run by warlords wielding power by controlling gangs of youths. They are called the

Swill. The Sweet are the small number of people who still have Jobs and oan
afford to live in houses,

The Sea and Summer tells the story of the Conway family, who were once Sweet,

Put suddenly become Swill when Franecis Conway's father loses his job. Forced to
move to a .small house near Newpnrt 23, one of the tower blocks, after Lir Conway
commits suioide, the family find themselves proteoted by Billy Kovacs, the boss
of .the block, Francis and his brnther Teddy are talented enough to be reoruited
back to the Sweet, only to be given the responsibility for retrieving some kind

of civilization s the whole society deteriorates. .

Readers of traditional soience fiction will find this all very depressing,
although it isn't. Turner loves a good disaster (in his capacity as fiction
writer); he believes aoll these events are coming, or nearly here; and he offers
sone ways of getting through the mess.

The Sea and Summer is a novel for people who like thinking about the future —-
and that's why Australians won't like it«. Every element in Turner's future oan
be seen coming into existenoet the Greenhouse Effeot, unexplained droughts,
enormous currency problems, Even the tower blocks can be seen as symbols of the
present—day ghettoization of the western suburbs of tielbourne and Sydney. In his
postsoript, Turner says, 'The Sea and Summer is sobout the possible cost of

complacenoye '

Complacency —— an iron refusal‘to think about the future —=— is almost an
essential Australian quality. Therefore George Turner's future world is zlmost
certain to come into existence. You won't enjoy it. You will enjoy The Sea and
Summer,

((*brg* (liove 1988)s The Sea and Summer is still ignored in Australia, although
in Britain it has already won the Arit'wr C. Clarke fvard , come seaond: in 7
‘the Commonwealth Literary Prize, and in hmerica it was runner up in the John W,
Campbell) Lemorial Award. American title is Drowning Tovers, from Arbor HousSe.*))

Matilda at the Speed of Light: edited by Dsmien Broderick (Sirius Paperbacks;
$12.95)

Australia's best-kept secret is that there are Australians who write science
fiction -~ and .there are even a few whose work is published here and overseas.
There's no excuse for this being kept a secret, but Australian promoters of the
home-grown produot have not exactly been met with open arus, either from readers
or reviewegs.

Now is the time to catch up with a succulent selection of recent Australian
science fiction. Damien Broderick, in iliatilda at the Speed of Light, has ocollected
a wide variety of stories that show (a) Australian- science fiction is more
entertaining and sophisticated than the current American stuff, and (b)

Australian sf stories- are very much more entertaining than the usual run of
hustralian short fiction.

Wihereas American sf writers have retreated behind a cloud of Reaganite chaff --
right-wing politics and nostalgia for a past that never was. -~ Australian sf
writers are still concerned about possible futures, This is, afger all, what
science fiction is all about. Lucy Sussex takes an exuberant look at a future
feminist enclave in 'Ky Lady Tongue', and shows that life is rarely utopian in
utopia. In fNot in Front of the Chiliven' George Turher'tells of the
difficulties of people who have had their lives extended so long that they dare
ot think of death. 'Things Fall Apart', the title of Philippa C. Maddern's
contribution, tells it alls, How do people cope as society falls apart? By
finding solace in art and each other, and in the end, by finding out something

about themselves,

The stories in this volume nre better than most examples of the Dreaded
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Australian Short Story because they are longer. Australian short fiction has
been crippled by the 3000~word maximua length requirement set by magazines and
literary competitions. Not so in scionce fiction. The stories in Hatilda at the
Speed of Light have a feeling of' spaclousness, of onough words alIEEEE'?Z'EEVETop
a Juicy story properly. The two Juiciest stories in this collection e Francis
Payne's 'Albert's Bellyful' and Leanne Frahm's 'On the Turn'. Both stories would
be known as Australian classics if they had appeared in the literary magazines.
Both are too long for most Australian marketss

Payne's 'Albert's Bellyful' is the most enjoyably amoral story I've read. Payne
describes a very weird family who live in Victoria after the Final Disaster has
wiped out the rest of us. They get along as best they can. The result is
surprising and funny. Leanne Frahm is a Gueenslander who, in 'On the Turnf,
makes a tropical beachwater fishing expedition into one of the most effeotive
horror storics I've read. This is classic sf, it's wholly Australian, and
probably it wouldn't find a mainstream magazine market in this country.

Find out where the best Australian short fiction is being written. Sample our sf
in Latilda at the. Speed of Light.

Defending the National Tuckshopi Australia's Secret Army Intrigue of 19311 by
tizchael Cathcart (LicPhee Gribble/Penguini 31499)

Did you know that in 1931 an army of 30,000 men was prepared to fight against
federal and New South ilales state Labor governments? That on the night of

6 iiarch 1931 men shouldered arms in country towns across Victoria because they
had heard the rumour that a Red Army was marching north from tlelbourne? That
Thomas Blamey, later to become Australia's most famous soldier during the New
Guinea campaign, was the commander-in-chief of a highly secret loyalist
organization?

These are just a few of the faots uncovered by historian lichael Cathcart in his
new book Defending the National Tuckshopes This is first-class historical writing
and a highly satisfactory reading experience. Very flew current Australian novels
are as entertaining as Defending the National Tuckshop, and fewer still are as

important.

This is a first-class deteotive story. Cathoart tells two stories: the story of
the formation of the loyalist organization -- the White Army -- in the 1930s;
and the story of how he uncovered the information. At first people he questioned
would say little. All the written records about Blamey in the 1930s are missing
from the files. itany other papers have disappeared. The Jjob seemed impossible.

Gradually Cathcart pieced together bits of the whole story. Ex-soldiers and

conservative politicians were scared of the Scullin government in Canberra and
Jack Lang's government in Sydney. If either had lasted beyond the early 1930s,
Blamey had set up a highly secret organization of armed men who would march on

Sydney and Canberra to 'liberate' them. = = - . .

How could men who had shown great patriotism during Yorld far I join a
subversive organization? This is the question that Cathcart tried tn answer. He
provides a brilliant analysis of the older type of Australian conservative ==
the kind of person whose first loyalty was to Britain, not to Australia; a
person who believed in a mystical 'constitution! handed down from Britain, net
the written Constitution established in 1901; a person who believed that people
poorer than himself did not deserve a say in government. Such people, Catheart
says, enlisted the aid of returned soldiers, dissatisfied men who needed an
outlet for their unused energies and aspirations. The result could have been
civil war -~ if things had turned out differently. If.
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I'm Deadly Seriousi by Chris uallace-Crabbe (Oxford University Pressi §14.95)

Confession time. I:must admit that when faoced with.a bock of poetry 1 used to
look the other way. Schoolroom English classes inoculated me against poetry, and
yniversity classes failed to ocountermot the effeot. I was. ashamed of myself fo;
not being able to read poetry for pleasure, but not even shame oould make me like

the stuff.

That was before i read Philip Hodgins! Blood and .Bone (1986), a startling book
of poetry that converted me to reading the stuff. Hodgins is a young Lielurnian
who discovered a few years ago that he has leukemia. He began to write funny,
piercing poems ebout facing death, cutting deep with his deft, limpid lines of
verse. As 8 reviewer of Blood and Bone said, Hodgins' dilemma is also ours,
although.we ignore it. Je are all under sentence of sudden early death while
nuclear weapons systems are still in operation.

In his second book of poetry, Down the Lake with Half a Chook, Hodgins realizes
that he is still alive, despite dootors' prediotions, and that he has the
freedom to write about aspeots of his life other than its imzminent end. As the
title.of the cnllection suggests, Hodgins concentrates on observations about
grovwing up and living in the Victnrian ocountryside. No peaceful bucolic lyrios
here. Desth and suffering are implioit in every move a farmer makes. \/hen
farmers are nnt being ferocious, they live in a sad world that hrings them
little satisfaction.

Hodgins appears to say that country people are deprived because they are not
willing to talk about the world around them. Hodgins does it for them. Of 'Gum
Trees's 'Each gum tree grows to its own rules / 4And bends them to suit itself...
/some of the veterans are lying down in the shade, / waybe propped up on an
angled elbow / or prostate in an afternoon daze.' Of 'Flies': 'I wouldn't mind
two bob / for every blowie I've swallowed.'

-Hodgins also recalls boarding-school days, and writes some more poems about
dying. He is a writer with a lyrical scalpel,

kore confessions. I must admit that I've always admired Chris Vallace-Crabbe as
an important Australian literary person, but I've never read his poetry. I've
pigeonholed him as one of those 'acedemic poets! who me based in the
universities and who seem to speak to an audience who are themselves academics
or aspiring poets. 'Academic! poetry has seemed much too elliptical,
dispassinnate, and difficult for people like me. But reading Philip Hodgins led
me to Philip Larkin (Britain's best poet since T. S. Eliot), to Seamus Heaney
(currently the most celebrated British poet), and back to Chris Wellace-Crabbe,
whose latest collection is I'm Deadly Serious. I'm glad I made the journey.

Hany of Chris yallace-Crabbe's poems are too elliptical and dispassionate, and I
aontt understand some of them. (I didn't suffer from thet problem when reading
poetry by Philip Hodgins or Philip Larkin.) aorse, many of the best poems are
concerned with the process itself of writing poetry. Self-indulgence, surely.

/hy read iiallace-Crabbe, then? Becausc ha keeps trying to break out of the rigid
moulds into which twentieth-century poetry has become set. On the one hand he
detaches himself from the aspcots of the world that move him'most, but on the
other hand the world moves him anyway. In 'The Thing Itself' he compares

writing poetry to good sex. The metaphor is merely smart, sq he throws it away.
'T would like to go right back, / devising a sentenee / unlike any such creature
in creationj ..s / it would glitter, articulate, / strum and diversify, / 1t
would be the thing itselfe' All the frustratinn and achievement of writing is
reflected in this poem, and therefore all the frustration and achievement of
trying to live triumphantly.

kallace~Crabbe writes about a wide variety of subjects in this book, and even
has a tussle with God. He is best when he is least detached, especially in
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1Therwodynamics', an unduniavly diificult poem that is also a passionate reaction
to learning while overscas thut his futher has just aied. *If I am shivering

now / It iu for the deaths of us all: / Such fire as I think of, the furnace /
wvhioh turned my father to asha.!

For lines likec these 1 will keep reading poetry.

An Austrclian in Americas David Dale (Collins Australiaj $14.95)

A ocommentator in The Australian berated this book for being journalism, which is
just what it sets out to be. This book is very good journalism, particularly as
it does not pretend to be anything else. David Dale spent two years in the USA
as a foreign correspondent, and recturned recently to become editor of The
Bulletin. An Australian in America comprises the despatches he sent home to
Australian newspapers during his two years away. He updates the articles with
postscripts when needed.

Good Jjournalistic prose should be concise, precise, amusing if possible, and
glittering wnough to catch the eye of the casual reader, A good journalist
should also have something to say. David Dale does all of these things. He
depicts an America that is contradictory, outragenus, funny, depressing, and
surprising.

For instance, Dale discovered that Americans are unnervingly polite. 'New
Yorkers may push and shove and talk loudly and blew their horns a lot, but they
cannot cscape their Amcrican conditioning to be helpful, friendly and cute.' NO
fact about America could be mnre surprising to an Australian than this, but it
is the most abiding impression nne takes away from the aountry.

Another example. 'Americans are mnre diverse than Australians. They we also
more conformist.! Dale documents the endless variety of America, which is not
Just one country, but a continent of alternative Americas. Foods, madmen,
crazes, cities, nond peoyle and more people are here. Dale's g'ift is that he can
bring them to life in a sentence. He watches Clint Eastwood perform his mayoral
duties in Carmel City, California ('Eastwood doesn't like discussion to go on
too long s.<e "Okay, but let's not have a debate, please®') and meets Isaao
Asimov ('"I can't tell you the meaning of life, but I can tell you the meaning
of my life. The meaning of my life is to write."')

An Australian in America is an invaluable American diary with all the dull bits

left out, but a fair amount of truth left in. I hope David Dale does the same
for Australia some time.

The Difference to Me: Garry Disher (Sirius Paperbacks; §12.95)

The Stencil Liant Garry Disher (Collins Imprintji $12.95)

The lian 'ho Played Spoons and Other Stories: edited by earry Disher (Pergui nj
39.95)

Australiar fiction usually seems a dull and murky small pond, containing many
little fish swimming around it pretending to be big fish. I was surprisa£ to
find, therefore, that Garry Disher has gone a long way towards becoming a
genuinely big fish,

The Difference to Me is an uneven colleotion of new short stories by Disher, but
the best of them are very accomplished, Disher shows a dark, serious wit that
breaks out unexpectedly.

'‘Blessed' appears to be nothing but the quarrelling conversations of some
suburban women. Gradually the talk shows deep divisions between troubled people,
In the last paragraph the story becomes a neat little horror stary.

In the title story, 'The Difference to lie!, Disher again does not show his hand
until late in the storye A conventional young man hides away ina rented room in

45



runrequited love'. He takes daily

c o from : -
. e i eliouryie fufl o= GART park, although Disher does not

walks in the nearby park.(which must be Studley : 4
name it). He keeps passing an cqually lonely.man with a little d°g- 22::’ 2
months, they speak to each other. The other nan can, barely SPG?R. ng ¢ 'alivé
conventional young man is so awkward that he barely keeps'the r}en ship .
I won't tell you what comes next..Disher is good at surprise endingse

If Disher has failings, they are not sins of incompetence. His stories “fe 1:the
and rcadable, darkly.coloured..He still suffers from a lack of courage. ?59-1_ .
the first story, is just another well-observed story el_:out_a failed relationships
Everybody else writes them. Disher has. a gift for imaslﬂ§‘1°“g_"°f merely for
abservation. In many of these stories he is still not using his gift.

The Stencil Ean was, I guess, written after most of the stor%es in Eﬁg )
Difference to ke. In this new.novel, Disher shows a new confidence in his
ability to render unique experience.

The stencil man of the book's title is Lartin Linke. Of German extraction, he

has been living in Australia for seventeen years when World Var II breaks out.
Although he¢.regards himself as Australian, the authorities regard him as an enemy
alien and take him to internment camp. The rest of the novel tells of a subtle
nightmare made all the more nightmarish because the reader keeps protesting that
this sort of thing couldn't happen in Australia. ' i

Linke is treated well enough, but h¢ finds himself separated from his wife and
family and .suffering from an acute sense of injustice. The Stencil blan is the
story of the ways in which a good man tries to stay sane in insane circumstances.
He makes stencils and keeps a journal, but finds it hard to esoape the Nazi
syuwpathimers who take control of the camp. His best friend breaks under the
strain. Even the leader of the Nazis is made mad.

In The Stencil Wan, Disher writes quietly powerful prose that suppresses and -
concentrates the emotional power of his subject matter. Linke is a suppressed
spirit. A oconventional persen, he must surprise himself in arder to stay alive.
This is the story of those surprises,

The Man Who Played Spoons and Other Stories is an important book, although few
of the stories are important. As the blurb tells us, Disher 'tutored in.fiction
writing at the Council of Adult Eduvation far many years and has run writing
workshops in country areas for the Literature Board of the Australia Council.'.
Disher has assembled stories by participants in.these workshops. In particular
he has chosen stories by Aboriginal people, elderly peopley migrants, and women
who had never written before they attended Disher's workshopse.

As I'vg §aid, Disher himself shows an attractive quality of dark imagination in
his writing. He has failed to fester this quality in his students. Instead he
ha§ encouraged them to write tieir life stor.es. Sometimes ﬁhese pieces are bare
:n?ppets of remi?iscence. Other’stobies, such as George watts! thy Dad', are:
epic tales of quiet suffering. It's a pity bisher didn't encourage some’or these
people to try w{iting funtasy or science fiction as well. (During my brief &tint
of schoo} %euuhlng many years agqy, I found that very ordinary teche boys have a
great ability to write gantasy when encouraged to do SO.)

There are only four stories here that arc successful when judggd!by conventional
literary standards. The best of them is Man licNab's 'Etching ~= Untitled', a
bravura experimental fiction about an artist and his lady. Flora.Lee's 'The
River' reads like a drcam transcribed. Cafolyne Lee's 'Dinner Dance! describes a
marriage disintegrating during the few hours of & country dinner dances And

the title story, 'The Man who Played Spoons', is an entertaining and subversive
story about a really wicked man who was always praised during his lifetime,

Disher has tried a brave experiment in this book, and mainly sucoeeded. His new
writers give a powerful impression of growing up in Australia in the 1930s and
1940s, but I suspect that most of them are capable of much more than reminiscence
and documentary writing. Perhaps future volumes will show this to.use.
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